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V^H caaid my Mind, * unfolded in my page, ' 
Enlighten climes and mould a iutute age t 
There as it glow'd, with nobl^ frenay fraught, 
Di^penfe the treafures of exalted thought ; 
To Virtue wake the pulfes of the heart, 
And hid the tear of Emulation ftart ! 
Oh could it ftill, thro' each fucceeding year, 
My life, my manners, and my name endear ; 
And, when the poet fleeps in (ilent duft. 
Still hold communion with the wife and juft !— 
Yet fhould this Verfe, my leifure's beft rcfource, 
When thro' the world it fteals its fecret courfe, 



Revive but once a generous wifli (uppreft. 
Chafe but a iigh| or charm a care to reft; 
In one good deed a fleeting hour employi 
Or flu(h one hdcd cheek with honeft joy ; 
Bleft wete my lines, tho' limited their fpherc^ 
Tho' fiiort their date, as his who trac'd them here. 
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ANALYSIS 



OF THE 



FIRST PART. 



X H £ Poem begins with the defcription of an 
obfcure village, and of the plealing melancholy 
which it excites on being reviiited after a long 

abfence. * This mixed fenfoion is ' an efKft ot the 

' •- . . ij-- 
Memory. From an effe£fc :we nstwmiy afcend to 

the caufe ; and the fubjedl propoied is then un- 
folded with an inveftigation of the nature and 
leading principles of this faculty. 



Vt ANALYSIS OF 

It is evident that there is a continued iiicceflion 
of ideas in the mind, and that they introduce each 
other with a certain degree of regularity. Their 

complexion depends greatly on the different per- 

\ 
ceptions of pleafure and pain which we receive 

through the nedium «f feftfej and, ■ in return, 

they have a conflderable influence on the animal 

oeconomy. 



They are fometimes excited by fisnflble obje^s, 
and ibmetimes by an intehial op^i^ation of the 
miiid. Of the former fpecio is moft furobably the 
metDory of brutes ; and its many foutcesi of pldfr* 
fure to thenh, as well as to us, are cctofidenkl 
in the firft part. The latter is the moft perfed 
degree of memory, and fbdns the fubied: of the 
lecond. 



TtfE FIRST PA«T. Vlt 

When ideas liare wtxy vdttioa whatever, they 

are attrftdiTe of eftch tither in the mind ; and the 

peroepdon of any ohjeft naturally leads to the 

idea of another^ ii^idi was c<»nneAod with it either 

tn tiAe or place, or which can be compared or 

contrafled with it. Hoice arifes our attachment 

to inanimate obje6ls ; hence alfo, in feme degree, 

the lore of our country, and the emotion with 

whitih ¥re contemplate the celebrated fcenes of 

antiquity. Hence a pi6kurB dirofts our thoughts 

to the original : and, as cold and darknels fugged 
forcibly the ideas of heat and light, he, who feels 

the infirmities of age, dwells mod on whatever 

reminds him of the vigour and vivacity of his 

youth. 
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Vni ANALTftXS OF THB f IRST PA&T# 

The affociating prmctpie, as Here emplojpeJ, is 
no Ids conducive to virtue than to happineis ; andj 
as- fuch, it frequently dtfcovers itfelf in the moft 
tumultuous fcenes of life. It addrefles our finer 
feelings, and gives exercile to every mild and gene* 
rous propeniity. 



Not confined to man, it extends through all 
animated nature; and its efiefts are peculiarly 
(Iriking in the domeffic tribes. 
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PLEASURES 



i>F 



MEMORY, 



PART h 



Twilight's foft dews ftcal o'er the viUagc-green, 

With magic tints to harmonize the fcene. 

Still'd is the hum that thro' the hamlet broke, 

Whea round the ruins of their ancient oak 

The peaiants flock'd to hear the minftrel play, 5 ' 

And games and carols closM the bufy day. 



lO 



THE PLEASURES 



Her wheel at reft, the matron charms no more 
With treafur'd tales, and legendary lore. 
All, all are fled ; nor mirth nor mufic flows 
To chale the dreams of innocent repofe; 
All, all are fled ; yet ftill I linger here ! 
What peniive fweets this lllent fpot endear ? 



Mark yon old'Manfion, frowning thro* the ti 
Whole hollow turret wooes the whiftling breeze. 
That cafement, arch*d with i^y'srbrowneft fhade^ 
Firft to thefe eyes the light of heav'n convey'd. .. 
The mouldering gateway ibrewa the grais-grawil c^x 
Once the calm fcene of many a (imple fport ; 
When nature pkas'd, for life itielf was new, 
And the heart promi&'d what the fancy drew.« so 



. Sep, thro' the fraftur'd pedkneiH reve^l'd^ 
Where mods inlays the rudely-fculptur'd ihieldi 
The martin's oldt heieditary neft. 
Long may the min fpsire its 4igl}0w'd guefl ! 



As jars the hinge, what fullen echoes call ! 35 
Oh hafte, unfold the hofphable hall ! 
That hall, where once, in antiquatoi fUte, 
The chair of juftice held the grave debate. 



Now fbin'd with dews, with cobwebs darkly hung, 
Oft has its roof with peals of rapture rung ; 30 
When round yon ample board, in due degree, 
Wfc fweeten'd every meal with ibcial glee. 
The heart's light laugh purfued the circling jeft ; 
And all was funfliine in each little breaft* 



IS Tits PLXAStTRBS 

'Twas here we chas'd the flipper by its found ; 35 
And turn'd tlie blindfold hei'o round and round.' 
'Twas here, at eve, we fbnn'd our {airy ring ; 
And Fancy fluttered on hier wildefl: wing. 
Giants and genii chain'd each wondering ear ; 
(And orphan-forrows drew the ready tear, 40 

Oft with the babes we wander'd in the wood. 
Or view'd the foreft-feau of. Robin Hood : 
Oft, fancy^ed, at midnight's fearful hour, 
With ftartling flcp we fcal'd the lonely tower ; 
O'er in^nt innocence to hang and weep, 45 

Murder'd by ruffian hands, whdi fmiling in its fleep. 



Ye Houfehold Deities ! whofe guardian eye 
Mark'd each pure thoughtj ere regifler'd on high ;. 
Still, ftill ye walk the confecratcd ground* : 
And breathe the foul of Infpiration round. 50 



Masac 



'^oj A^i^itf^.i^i/^^^^'^^' 4' ''^ ■"'"■'"''• 



As o^^ the dufky furniture I bend, 
Each chair awakes the feelings of ft friend. 
The ftoried arras, fource of fond delight. 
With old achieveraeot chanas the wilder'd fight; 
And ftili, with Henddry's rich hues imprefi, 5$' 
On the dim window glows the piftur'd creft. 
The fcreen unfolds its many-colour'd chart. 
The clock ftiU points its moral to the heart. 
That -faithful monitor 'twas heav'n to hear ! . 
"When foft it fpok^ a promis'd pleafure near : 6e 
And has its fobef hand, its fiai|de chime. 
Forgot ta traite the feather'd feet of Time ? 
That maflive beam, with curious carvings wrought,' 
Whence the caged linnet footh'd my penfive thought ; 
Thofe mulkets x:a$'d with venerable ruft ; . •S^ 

Thok oiK:e4ov'd forms, ftill breathing thro' their duft, 



14 TUIL »I.«AStl«E8 

Still fJTQin the fnmty in nouU gigiAti^ faft» * 
Surting to Ufib-^HaU wbHpnr q{ |1w pjift ! 



As tltf'o' the g^i<dGn'3 jrfert p»tbs I rqve, 
Wlut fond illufioiu fivarai in i^9fy grpye ! 7Q 

How oft, when purple evening ting'd the \vcfl. 
We watck'd the emmet to her giiiny Peft i 
Welcom'd the wildrbao home on yfWki wmg» 
Laden with fwests, the chotceft f^ thP ^{Hring I 
How oft inicrib-'d, with Fricndfliip's votive rhyme, 75 
The bark now (ilvcr'd by the touch of Time ; 
Soar'd in the fwing, half plea»'d and hftlf afraid, 
Th|o' fifter elms that waW their fummcr-fhade ; 
Or flraw'd with crumbs yon root-inwoven felt* 
To lure the redbreaft from his lone retreat ! So 



> 

ChiUbwd'ff bv '4 gvoup iwYifils oirttfy fi:eiM» 
The tangle wpo4<*W}|t]|, imd tii9 tiiftr^ grmi! 
Indulgeat MiwPiiT w4kQs» mdt lot they live I 
Clpth'd wkh fw fofto bvfif tbM) Li|)tt cmi givi^t 
Thou iaft» bcft ff if od that Hctv'n ^Bgns hdow, 85 
To footh znd fwcfltcn iU the c^itt we kDour ; 
Whofe gl?d fuggftftiona ftill each v«in abrfD^ 
When nature fedca, anci life forgets tt) charm ; 
Thee would the Mufe invoke !-^to %hn belong 
The (age's precept, and the poet's ibng« 90 

What foften'd views thy magic gla& reveals, 
When o'er the landfcape Time's meek twilight fleals I 
As when in ocean iinks the orb of day, 
Long on the wave refledvd luftres play ; 
Tby temper'd gleams of happineis lefign'd g$ 

Glance on the darkened mirror of the mind. 



t6 T«I YLSA8tJ*lf 

The School's lone pcttch, widi reverend moiTes gny, ' 
JttftkeUi-the penlive pilgrim where it lay. 
Mute is the bell 'that rung at {keep of dawn, 
Quickening my truant-feet aciois the lawn : loo 
UxAeard the fhout that rent thenoontide air, . 
When the flow dial gavcfa paufe to care* 
Up fpringSi at every ftep, to claim a tear, 
Some little friendihip fbrm'd, and cheriih'd here ! 
And not the lighteft leaf, but trembling teems 105 

« 

With golden vifions, and romantic ^reamsl 



Down by yon hazel copie, at evening, Uaz'd 
The Gipfy's. faggot*— there we ftood and gaz*d ; 
Gaz'd on her fun-bumt &ce with (ilent awe^ 
(Itr tatterVl mantle, and her hood of ftraw ; if o 
Her moving lips, her caldron brimming o'er ; 
The drowfy brood that on her back flie bore. 






%■■■ 

w 



Imps^ in the fafltm with xnoufing owkt btedf 
From rifled rooil at nightly revel fsd ; ^ ^4 

Whofe dark eyea flafli'd thro' locks of blackeft (hade, 
When in theiireeze the diftant watch-dog bay'd :— - 
And heroes fled the Sybil's mutter'd caH| 
Whofe elfin prowefs fcal'd the orchanj-wall* 
As o'er my palm the fil ver piece (he dJew, 
And trac'd the line of lif^ with fearching vjfWi lao^ 
How thrabM'fiyfluttering pulfe with hopes and fears^ 
To l&m the colour of my. future years! 



Ah, then) what honeft triumph fluih'd my tneaft! 
This truth once known— «>To blefs is to be bleft I 
We led. the bending beggar on his way ; 1 25 

(Bare were his fiset, his trefles filver-gray) 
Sooth'd the keen pangs his aged fpirit felt, 
And on *his tale with mute attention dwelt. 
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iS TBB F&IASVftKt 

As in his fetip we dropt cmr link ftore^ 

And wept to think that littk was AO mcne^ t^^ 

He bftath'd his p Ayrir, ^ Ldog jnsy fijch gobdfteft 

live!" 
'Twas all ht gat^ 'twas All he had to give. 



But hark I thro' thofe old fin, with fulkn fweli 
The ehurdi^ock fttikes ! ye tender fctbte, farewell ! 
It dalls me hence) btaeath their {hade^ to traeo 135 
The few fond lines that Time may foon e^Eice. 



On yon jgtky ftonei that fronts the chancel-door, 
Wbm fiboOth by buiy feel now £otn no more. 
Each eve we (hot the marble tlvo* the ring, 
When thtf heart danc'd, and life was in its fpnng ; 1 40 
Alas! untotifcious of the kindred earth, 
That faintly eclK)cd to the voice of mifth. 



OF MIMORT. 19 

The gl5«Mvtxrm loves her emenld light to (htd, 
Where now iht ibxton leiU his hovy head^ 
Oft, as he tum'd the greenfward with his fpade, 145 
He leftut'd evei^ Touth that round hind pUy'd ; 

Andy calmly pqinting where his ^hers Lay, 
Rous'd bim to rival each^ the hdro of his day* 

Hufh, ye fond flutterings^ hufh ! while here alone 
I fearch the seccMrds of each mouldoring fton«. 150 
Guides of my life ! Inflxuflon <^ my youth ! 
Who firft unvdrd the hallow'd form of Truth ; 
Whole every word enlightened and endear'd ; 
In age bclov*d, in poverty revcr*d ; 
In Fricndfliip's filcnt rcgifter ye live, 155 

Nor afk the vain memorial Art can give« 



ISO THE VLZAtUXLi 

, i^But whea the fons t>f peace and plea(ure (I&jr, 
When only Sorrow wakes, and wakes to weep, ^ 
What fpells entrance my vifionary inind, ^ 

With fighs fo fweet, with npturesforsfin'dP i&6 



Ethereal Power I whofe foilej at noon of n^ht,' 

Recalls the far-fled fpirit of delight ; 
^'- Infills that muling, meI»icholy mood, 
< Which charms the wife, and elevates the good ; 

BleflMEMbRy,hail! Oh, grant the grateful Mufe, t^^ 

Hot pencil dipt in Nature's living hues. 

To pais the clouds that rounds thy empiire roll, 

And trace its aixy precin£b in the foul. 



Luird in the countlefs chambers of the brain, 
Our thoughts are link'd by many a hidden chain* 1 70 



OP MBMORY. St 

Awake but one, and lo, what myriads rife ! ' 

£ach damps its image as the other flies ! 

Each, as the varied avenues of fenfe 

Delight or forrow to the (bul difpenfe, 

Brightens or fades ; yet all, with magic art, 1 75 

Controul the latent fibres of the heart. 

As ftudious Prospero's myfterious fpell 

Conven'd the liibjeft-fpirits to his cell ; 

Each, at thy call, advances or retires, 

As judgment di6btes, or the fcene infpires. 180 

Each thrills the feat of fenfe, that facrcd fource, 

Whence the fine nerves dire6b their mazy courfc, 

And thro' the frame invifibly convey 

The fubtle, quick vibrations as they play. 



\ 



2a THE PLEASURES 

Survey the globe, each ru^cr realm explore ; 185 

From Reafon's fainted ray to Newton foar. 

What different fpheies to human blifs aflign'd ! 

What flow gradations in the fcale of mind ! 
Yet mark in each theie myilic wonders wrought ; 

Oh mark the fleepleis energies of thought ! 190 



The adventurous boy, that a/ks his little fharCi 
And hies from home, with many a goflip's prayer^ 
Turns on the neighbouring hill, once more to fee 
The dear abode of peace and privacy ; 
And as he turns, the thatch among the trceS| 1 95 
The fmoke's blue wreaths afcending with the breeze, 
The village-common fpotted white with iheep, 
The churchyard yews round which his fathers fleep ; ' 



OF MEMORY. 23 

All roufe Refieftion's fadly-pleaiing train, 

And oft he looks and weeps, and looks again, soo 



So, when the mild Tupia dar'd explore 
Arts, yet untaught, and worlds unknown before, 
And, with the ions of Science, woo'd the gale. 
That riling fwell'd their ftrange expanie of fail ; 
So, when he breath'd his firm yet fond adieu, ' 205 
Borne from his leafy hut, his carv'd canoe. 
And all his foul beft lov'd, fuch tears he Qied, 
While each (oft fcene of fummer-beauty fled : 
Long o'er the wave a wiftful look he cad, 209 
Long watched the dreaming fignal from the mail ; 
Till twilight's dewy tints deceiv'd his eye, 
And fairy forcfts fring'd the evening fky. 
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24 THE PLEASURES 

So Scotia's Queen, as (lowly dawn'd the day, ^ 
Rofe on her couch, and gaz'd her foul away. 214 
Her eyes had blefs'd the beacon's glimmering height, 
That faintly tipt the feathery furge with light; 
But now the room with orient hues pourtrayM 
Each caftled cliff, and brown monaftic (hade r 
All touch'd the talifman's refiftlefs fpring, 819 

And lo, what bufy tribes were inftant on the wing ! 



Thus kindred obje6b kindred thoughts infpire, < 
As fummer>clouds flafh forth eleftric fire. 
And hence this fpot gives back the joys of youth. 
Warm as the life, and with the mirror's truth. 224 
Hence home-felt pleafure prompts the Patriot's (tgh; ^ 
This makes him wifh to live, and dare to die. 
For this Foscari, whofe relentleis fate ? 
Venice (hould blulh to hear the Mule relate, 



OF MEMORY. 2<{ 

When exile wore his blooming years away, 

To forrow's long foliloquies a prey, 230 

When reaibn, juftice, vainly urg'd his caufc, 

For this he rous'd her languinary' laws ; 

Glad to return, tho' Hope could grant no more, 

And chains and torture hail'd him to the fhore. 



And hence the charm hiftoric fcenes impart : 235 
Hence Tiber awes, and Avon melts the heart. 
Aerial forms, in Tempe's claflic vale, 
Glance thro' the gloom, and whifper in the gale ; 
In wild Vaucluie with love and Laura dwell, 
And watch and weep in £loisa*s cell. ^ 240 

'Twas ever thus. As now at Virgil's tomb, 9 
We bleis the ihade, and bid the verdure bloom : 
So TuLLY paus'd, amid the wrecks of Time, 
On the rude ilone to trace the truth fublime ; 
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26 THE PLEASURES 

Wh?n at his feet, in honour'd duft difclos'di £45 
The immortal Sage of Syracufe repos'd. 
And as his youth in fweet delufion hung, 
Where once a Plato taught, a Pindar fung ; 
Who now but meets him mufing, when he roves 
His ruin'd Tufculan's romantic groves ? 250 

In Rome's great forum, who but hears him roll 
His moral thunders o'er the fubjed: foul ? 



And hence that calm delight the portrait gives :' 
We gaze on every feature till it lives ! 
Still the fond lover views the abfent maid ; 255 
And the loft friend ftill lingers in his ihade ! 
Say why the penfive widow loves to weep, " 
When on her knee ihe rocks the babe to deep : 
Tremblingly dill, fhe lifts his veil to trace 
The father's features in his infant face. 260 



OF MEMORY. 2^ 

The hoary granddre fmiles the hour away. 
Won by the charm of Innocence at play ; 
He bends to meet each artlefs burft of joy. 
Forgets his age, and a6b again the boy« 

What tho' the iron (chool of War crafe 265 

Each milder virtue, and each fofter grace ; 
What tho' the fiend's torpedo-touch arreft 
Each gentler, finer impulfe of the bread ; 
Still fhall this a6^ive principle prelide, 
And wake the tear to Pity's felf denied. 870 



The intrepid Swils, that guards a foreign fhore, 
Condemn'd to climb his mountain^cliffi no more, 
If chance he hears the fong fo fweetly wild '* 
Which on thofe cliffs his infant hours beguil'd, 



a8 TH£ PLEASURES 

Melts at the long-loft fcenes that round him rife, S75 
And finks a martyr to repentant dghs. 



Aik not if courts or camps diflblve the charm : 
Say why Vespasian lov'd his Sabine farm; '^ 
Why great Navarre, when. France and freedom 
bled, '4 

Sought the lone limits of a foreft-fhed. a8o 

When Diocletian's felf-corre6^ mind '^ 
The imperial ^ices of a world refign'd, 
Say why we trace the labours of his fpade, 
In calm Salona's philofophic (hade* 284 

Say, when. ambitious Charles renounc'd a throne, '^ 
To mufe with monks unlettered and unknown, 
What from his foul the parting tribute drew ? 
What claim'd the forrows of a laft adieu ? 



OF MEMORY. ^fj 

The fttU retreats that foothM his tranquil bieaft, 
Ere grandeur dazaded, and its cares oppre(s'd, . 290 



Undaxnp'd by time, the generous Inftinft glows 
Far as Angola's fands, as Zembla's ihows ; 
Glows in the tiger's den, the ferpent's neft, 
On every form of varied life impreft. 
The focial tribes its.choicefl influence hail :-<» 895 
And, when the drum beats briiMy in the gale, 
The war-worn courier charges at the found, 
And with young vigour wheels the paftuxe round. 



Oft has the aged tenant of the vale 
I^n'd on his ftaff to lengthen out the tale ; 300 
Oft have his lips the grateful tribute breath'd, 
From (ire to fon with pious zeal bequeath'd. 



29 TRI PLEASURES 

When oVr the blafted heath the day declined, 
And on the fcath'd oak warr'd the winter wind ; 
When not a diftant taper's twinkling ray 305 

Gleam'd o'er the furze to light him on his way; 
When not a (heep-bell footh'd his liftening ear, 
And the big rain-drops told the tempeft near ; 
Then did his horfe the homeward track defcry, '? 
The track that fhunn'd his (ad, inquiring eye; 310 
And win each wavering purpofe to relent, 
With warmth Co mild, fb gently violent, 
That his charm'd hand the carelels rein re(ign*d, 
And doubts and terrors vanifh'd from his mind. 



Recall the traveller, whofe altcr'd form 315 

Has borne the buffet of the mountain-florm ; 
And who will fir ft his fond impatience meet ? 
His faithful dog *s already at his feet ! 



OF MIMORY. 3t 

Yes, tho' the porter fpum him from his door, 

The' ally that knew him, know his face no morey 320 

His faithful dog Ihall tell his joy to each, 

With that mute eloquence which pafles fpeech. 

And fee, the mafter hut returns to die ! 

Yet who fhall bid the watchful fervant fly ? 

The blafts of heav'n, the drenching dews of earth, 325 

The wanton infults of unfeeling mirth, 

Thefe, when to guard Misfortune's facred grave, 

Will firm Fidelity exult to brave. 



Led by what chart, tranfports the timid dove 
Tlie wreaths of conqueft, or the vows of love ? 330 
Say, thro' the clouds what compafs points her flight ? 
Monarchs have gaz'd, and nations blefs'd the fight. 
Pile rocks on rocks, bid woods and mountains rife, 
Eclipfe her native fhadcs, her native fkies ; — 
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Tis vtin ! thro' Ether's pathlels wilds (he goes, 335 
And lights at lad where all her cares rcpoie. 



Sweet bird! ihy truth (hall Harlem's walls atteft, >> 
And unborn ages confecrate thy neft. 
When with the filcnt energy of grief, 
With looks that afk'd, yet dar'd not hope relief, 340 
Want, with her babes, round generous Valour clung) 
To wring the Aow furrender from his tongue, 
'Twas thine to animate her clodng eye ; 
Alas ! 'twas thine perchance the firfl to die, 
Cruih'd by her meagre hand, when welcom'd from 
the iky. ^ 345 



Hark ! the bee winds her fmall but mellow horn, '^ 
Blithe to falute the funny fmile of mom. 
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O'er thymy downs fhc bends her bufy courfe, 
And many a flream allures her to its fource. 

« 

'Tis noon, 'tis night. That eye fo finely wrought, 350 

fieyond the fearch of fenfe, the foar of thought, 

Now vainly afks the fcenes (he left behind ; 

Its orb fo full, its vifion fo confin'd ! 

Who guides the patient pilgrim to her cell ? 

Who bids her foul with confcious triumph fwell ? 355 

With confcious truth retrace the mazy clue 

Of varied fcents, that charm 'd her as fhe flew? 

Hail, Memory, hail ! thy univerfal reign 

Guards the lead link of Being's glorious chain* 



THE END OF THE FIRST PART* 
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■ Dcgli anni e de i'obblio nemica, 
Dellc cofe cuftode, e difpealiera. 

Tasso. 



ANALYSIS 



OF THE 



SECOND PART. 



A H E Memory has hitherto a£led only in fubfcr- 
vience to the fenles, and fo far man is not emi- 
nently difliiiguiflied from other animals : but, with 
refpefl to man, fhe has a higher province ; and is 
often bufily employed, when excited by no external 
caufe whatever. She preierves, for his ufe, the 
treafures of art and fcience, hi (lory and philofo- 
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phy. She colours ail the prorpe6b of life: for 
^ we can only anticipate the future, by conclud- 
ing what is podible from what is pad*' On 

her agency depends every ef&ifion of the Fancy, 
whofe boldeft effort can only compound or tranf- 
pofe, augment or diminifli the materials which (he 
has colleAed and retained* 



When the firft emotions of defpair have fubfided, 
and ibrrow has foftened into melancholy, (he 
amufes with a retrofpeft of innocent pleafuies, 
and infpires that noble confidence which refults 
from the confcioufnefs of having a£bed well* 
When fleep has fupended the organs of fenfe 
from their office, (he not only fupplies the mind 
with images, but affifts in their combination. 



TH£ SECOND PAKT. 39 

And even in madnefs itfelf, when the foul is 
religned over to the tyranny of a diftempered 
imagination, fhe revives paft perceptions, and 
awakens the train of thought which was formerly 
moft familiar. 



Nor are we pleafed only with a review of the 
brighter paffages of life ; events, the moft diftrcff- 
ing in their immediate confequences, are often 

cherifhed in remembrance with a degree of en- 

thufiafm. 



But the world and its occupations give a mecha- 
nical impulie to the paflions, which is not very 
favourable to the indulgence of this feeling. It is 
in a calm and well-regulated mind that the Memory 
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is moft perfe£l; and folitude is her bed fphere of 
allien. With this fentiment is introduced a Tale, 
illufbrative of her influence in folitude, ficknefs, 
and forrow. And the fubje6l having now been 
confidered, fo far as it relates to man and the 
animal world, the Poem concludes with a conjec- 
ture, that fuperior beings are bled with a nobler 
exercife of this faculty. 



THE 



PLEASURES 



PF 



MEMORY. 



PART II. 

i^WEET Memory, wafted by thy gentle gale, 
Oft up the ftream of Time I turn my fail, 
To view the fairy-haunts of long-loft hours, 
Bleft with far greener fhades, far frefhcr flowers. 



Ages and climes remote to Thee impart 5 

What charms in Genius, and refines in Art ; 
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Thee, in whole hand the keys of Science dwell. 
The penfive portrefs of her holy cell ; 
Whofe conftant vigils chafe the chilling damp 
Oblivion fteals upon her veflal-lamp. lo 



The friends of Reafon, and the guides of Youtbj 
Whofe language breath'd the eloquence of Truth ; 
Whofe life, beyond preceptive wifdom, taught 
The great in condu£l, and the pure in thought *, 
Thefe Hill exifl, by Thee to Fame conlign'd, 15 
Still fpeak and a£l, the models of mankind. 



From Thee fweet Hope her airy colouring draws ; 
And Fancy's flights are fubjeft to thy laws. 
From Thee that bofom-fpring of rapture flows, 
Which only Virtue, tranquil Virtue, knows. 20 
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When Joy's bright fun has (hed his evening-ray, 
And Hope's delufive meteors ceafe to play ; 

When clouds on clouds the fmiling prorpe6b clofe, 
Still thro' the gloom thy (br ferenely glows : 

Like yon fair orb, fhe gilds the brow of night 25 

With the mild magic of refle£):ed light. 



The beauteous maid, that bids the world adieu, 
Oft of that world will fnatch a fond review ; 

» 

Oft at the fhrine negle6l her beads, to trace 
Some (bcial fcene, fome dear, familiar face, 30 

Forgot, when fir ft a father's ftern controul 
Chas'd the gay vifions of her opening foul : 
And ere, with iron tongue, the vcfpcr-bell 
Burfls thro' the cyprefs-walk, the convent-cell, 
Oft will her warm and wayward heart revive, 35 
To love and joy flill tremblingly alive ; 
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The whifper'd vow, the chafte carcfs prolong, 
Weave the light dance, and fwell the choral fong ; 
With rapt ear drink the enchanting ferenadei 
And, as it melts along the moonlight-glade, 40 
To each foft note return as foft a figh, 
And blefs the youth that bids her Humbert fly. 



But not till Time has calmed the ruffled breaft, 
Are thefe fond dreams of happineis confefL 
Not till the rufhing winds forget to rave, 45 

Is heav'n's fweet fmile resetted on the wave. 



From Guinea's coafl purfue the leflening fail, 
And catch the founds that fadden every gale. 
Tell, if thou can ft, the fum of forrows there ; 
Mark the (ixt gaze, the wild and frenzied glare, 50 j 
The racks of thought, and freezings of dcfpair ! 
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But paufe not then— beyond the weftem wave, 
Go, view the captive barter'd as a flave ! 
Cmih'd till his high, heroic fpirit bleeds, 54 

And from his nervelefs frame indignantly recedes. 



Yet here, cv'n here, with pleafurcs long relign'd, 
Lo ! Memory burfls the twilight of the mind : 
Her dear delufions footh his finking foul. 
When the rude fcourge afliimes its bafe controul ; 
And o'er Futurity's blank page difFufe 60 

The full refleftion of their vivid hues. 
*Tis but to die, and then, to weep no more, 
Then will he wake on Congo's diftant fhore ; 
Beneath his plantain's ancient (hade, renew 
The fimple tranfports that with freedom flew ; 6^ 
Catch the cool breeze that mufky Evening blows, 
And quaff the palm's rich neftar as it glows ; 
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The onl talc of elder time rehearfe, 

And chant the rude, tnulitionary ' verfe ; 

With tholib, the lov'd companions of his youth, 70 

When life was luxury, and friendfhip truth. 



Ah ! why fliould Virtue dread the frowns of Fate? 
Hers what no wealth can win, no power create ! 
A little world of clear and cloudkfs day, 
Nor wreck'd by florms, nor moulder'd by decay ; 75 
A world, with Memory's ceaielefs fun*ihine bleft, 
The home of Happinefs, an honed bread; 



But mod we mark the wonders of her reign, 
When Sleep has lock'd the fenfes in her chain. 
When fober Judgment has his throne redgn'd, 80 
She fmiles away the chaos of the mind ; 



OF MEMORY. 4f 

And, as warm Fancy's bright Elyfium glows, 
From Her each image fprings, each colour flows* 
She is the facred gueft ! the immortal friend ! 
Oft feen o'er fleeping Innocence to bend, 85 

In that dead hour of night to Silence giv'n, 
Whifpering feraphic vifions of her heav'n. 



When the blithe Ton of Savoy, journeying round 
With humble wares and pipe of merry found, 
From his green vale and fheltcr'd cabin hies, 90 
And fcales the Alps to vifit foreign fkies : 
Tho' far below the forked lightnings play. 
And at his feet the thunder dies away, 
Oft, in the faddle rudely rock'd to deep, 
While his mule browfes on the dizzy deep, 95 
With Memory's aid, he fits at home, and fees 
His children fport beneath their native trees, 
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And bendsi to hear their cherub-voices call, 
O'er the loud fiiry of the torrent's fall. 



But can her fmilewith gloomy Madnels dwell ? 100 
Say, can ihe chafe the horrors of his cell ? 
Each fiery flight on Frenzy's wing reilrain, 
And mould the coinage of the fever'd brain ? 
Pafs but that grate, which fcarce a gleam fupplies, 
There in the duft the wreck of Genius lies ! 105 
He, whofe arreting hand fublimely wrought 
Each bold conception in the fphere of thought ; 
Who from the quarried mafs, like Phidias, drew 
Forms ever fair, creations ever new ! 
But, as he fondly fnatch'd the wreath of Fame, 110 
The fpeftre Poverty unnerv'd his frame. 
Cold was her grafp, a withering fcowl (he wore ; 
And Hope's foft energies were felt no more. 
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Yet flill how fweet the Toothings of his art ! ^ 
From the rude ftone what bright ideas flart ! 1 15 
£v'n now he claims the amaranthine wreath, 
With fccnes that glow, with images that breathe ! 
And whence thefe fcenes, thefe, images, declare. 
Whence but from Her who triumphs o'er defpair ? 



Awake, arife ! with grateful fervor fraught, 1 so 
Go, ipring the mine of elevating thought* 
He who, thro' Nature's various walk, furveys 
The good and fair her fiultlefs line pourtrays ; 
Whofe mind, prophan'd by no unhallow'd gueft, 
Culls from the crowd the pureft and the beft ; 125 
May range, at will, bright Fancy's golden clime, 
Or, mufing, mount where Science fits fublime, 
Or wake the fpirit of departed Time. 
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Who afts thus wifely, mark the moral mufe, 

A blooming Eden in his life reviews ! 13O 

So rich the culture, tho' fo fmall the fpace. 

Its fcanty limits he forgets to trace : 

But the fond fool, when evening (hades the fky, 

Turns hut to ftart^ and gazes but to figh I 

The weary wafle, that lengthened as he ran, 135 

Fades to a blank, and dwindles to a fpan ! 



Ah ! who can tell the triumphs of the mind. 
By truth illumin'd, and by tafte lefin'd ? 
When Age has quench'd the eye and clos'd the ear, 
Still nerv*d for a6^ion in her native fphere, 140 
Oft will ihe riic — ^with iearching glance purfue 
Some long-lov'd image vanifli'd from her view ; 
Dart thro' the deep receffcs of the pad, 
0*er dufky forms in chains of (lumber caft ; 
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With glant-grafp fling back the folds of night, 145 
Atld (hatch the ^lithlefs fugitive to light* 



So thro' the grove the impatient mother flies 
Each funlefs glade, each fecret pathway tries ; 
Till the light leaves the truant boy difdofe, 
Long on the wood-mofs ftretch'd in fweet r^oie. 150 



Nor yet to pleafing obje6ls are confin'd 
The illent feafts of the reflexive mind. 
Danger and death a dread delight infpire ; 
And the bald veteran glows with wonted fire, 
When, richly bronz'd by many a fummer-fun, 155 
He counts his fears, and tells what deeds were done. 



Go, with old Thames, view Cheliea's glorious pile ; 
And afk the fhatter'd hero, whence his fmile ? 
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Go, view the fplendid domes of Greenwich, go ; 
And own what raptures from Refle£Uon flow. 160 



Hail, nobleft ftru£lure$ imag'd in the wave ! 
A nation's grateful tribute to the brave* 
Hail, bled retreats from war and fhipwreck, hail! 
That oft arreft the wondering Granger's fail. 
Long have ye heard the narratives of age, 165 

The battle's havoc, and the temper's rage ; 
Long have ye known Refle6lion'5 genial ray 
G tld the calm clofe of Valour's various day. 



Time's fombrous touches foon correal the piece, 
Mellow each tint, and bid each difcord ceafe : 170 
A fofter tone of light pervades the whole, 
And deals a penfive languor o'er the foul. 
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Haft thou thro' Eden's wild-wood vales purfued ^( 
Each mounlaia-fcene, magnificently rude ; 
To mark the fweet fimplicity of life^ 175 

Far from the din of Folly's idle ftrife : 
Nor, with Attention's lifted eye, rcvcr'd 
That moded ftone which pious Pembroi^b rear'd ; 
Which ftill records, beyond the pencil's power, 
The (ilent forrows of a parting hour ; 180 

Still to the mufing pilgrim points the place. 
Her tinted fpirit moft ddights to trace ? 



Thus, with the manly glow of honed pride^ ^ 
O'er his dead Ton old Ormond nobly Hgh'd. 
Thus, thro' the gloom ofSHENSTOME's fairy grore, 
Maria's urn ftill breathes the voice of love* 186 
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As the flern grandeur of a Gothic tower 
Awes us lefs deeply in its morning hour, 
Than when the fliades of Time ferenely hll 
On every broken arch and ivied wall ; 190 

The tender images we love to trace, 
Steal from each year a melancholy grace! 
And as the fparks of foeial love expand. 
As the heart opens in a foreign land ; 
And with a brother's warmth, a brother's fmile, 195 
The ilranger greets each native of his ifle ; 
So fcenes of lifie, when prefent and confeft, 
Stamp but their bolder features on the bread ; 
Yet not an image, when remotely view'd, 
However trivial, and however rude, 200 

But wins the heart, and wakes the focial ligh. 
With every claim of clofe affinity ! 
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But thefe pure joys the world can never know ; 
In gentler climes their (ilver currents flow. 
Oft at the (ilent, ihadowy clofe of day, 205 

When the hufh'd grove has fling its parting lay ; 
When pcnfivc Twilight, in her dufky car, 

Comes flowly on to meet the evening-flar ; 
Above, below, aerial murmurs fwell, 209 

From hanging wood, brown heath, and bufhy dell ! 

A thoufand namelefs rills, that fhun the light, 

Stealing foft mufic on the ear of night. 

So oft the finer movements of the foul. 

That fhun the fphere of Pleafure's gay controul, 

In the ftill fhades of calm Seclufion rife, 215 

And breathe their fweet, feraphic harmonies ! 
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Onoct and dameftic annals tell the ttiiie» 
(Preferv'd in Cumbria's rude, romantic clime) 
When Nature fmil'd, and o*er the laodfeape tbrevtr 
Her richeft fragrance, and her brighteft hub, 220 
A blithe and blooming Forefter explored 
Thofe nobler fcenes Salvator's (bul ador'd ; 
The rocky pafs half hung with (haggy wood, 
And the ckft oak (lung boldly o'er the flood. 



High on exulting wing the heath-cock rofe, *^ 225 
And blew his (hrill blall o'er perennial fnows ; 
When the rapt youth, recoiling from the roar, 
Gaz'd on the tumbling tide of dread Lodoar ; 
And thro' the rifted clif^ that fcaPd the fky, 
Derwent's clear mirror charm'd his dazzled eye. ^ 
Each ofier ifle, inverted on the wave, 23 1 

Thro' mom's gray mifl its melting colours gave ; 
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And, oler the cygnet's haunt, the mantling grove 
Its emerald trch with wild luxuriance wove* 



Light as the breeze that brufh'd the orient dew, 
From rock to rock the young adventurer flew ; 236 
And day's lafl funfhine flept along the (hore, 
When lo, a path the fmile of welcome wore. 
Imbowering (hrubs with verdure veil'd the (ky, 
And on the mu(k-roie fhed a deeper dye ; 240 

Save when a mild and momentary gleam 
Glanc'd from the white foam of Tome ihelter'd (Irearo . 



O'er the*ftill lake the bell of evening toll'd. 
And on the moor the (hepherd penned his fold ; 
And on the green hill's fide the meteor play'd ; 245 
When, hark ! a voice fung fweetly thro' the (hade. 
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It ceas'd— yet fttll in Florio's £incy fung, 

Still on each note his captive fpirit huilg ; 

Till o'er the mead a cool, fequefler'd grot . 

From its rich roof a fparry luftre ihot. 250 

A cryftal water crofs'd the pebbled floor, 

And on the front thefe fimple lines it bore : 



Hence away, nor dare intrude ! 

In this fecret, fhadowy cell 

Muiing Memory loves to dwell , 255 

With her fifter Solitude. 
Far from the bufy world fhe flies, 
To tafle that peace the world denies. 
Entranc'd (he fits ; from youth to age, 
Reviewing Life's eventful page ; tSo 

And noting, ere they fade away, 
The little lines of yeflerday. 
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f LORio had gain'd a rude and rocky feat, 

When lo, the Genius of this flill retreat ! 

Fair was her form— but who can hope to trace 265 

The penfive CokntSs of her angel-face ? 

Can Virgil's verie, can Raphael's touch impart 

Thofe finer features of the feeling heart, 
Thofe tenderer tints that ihun the carelefs eye, 
And in the world's contagious climate die? 270 



She left the cave, nor mark'd the ftranger there ; 
Her paftoral beauty, and her artlels air, 
Had breath'd a foft enchantment o'er his foul ! 
In every nerve he felt her blefl controul ! 
What pure and white-wing'd agents of the Iky, 2'j,'^ 
Who rule the fprings of facred fympathy. 
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InfbnD congenial fpirits when they meet P 
Sweet is their office, a» their nature fweet ! 



Flo RIO, with fearful joy, purfucd the maidi 
Till thro' a vifta's moonlight-checquer'd ihade; 28a 
Where the bat circled, and the rooks repos'd, 
(Their wars fufpended, and their counfels clos'd) 
An antique manfion burft in awful (late, 
A rich vine cluftcring round its Gothic gate. 
Nor pau;i*d he there. The mafter of the fcene 285 
Saw his light ftep imprint the dewy green ; 
And, flow^advancing, hail'd him as his gueft, 
Won by the honed warmth bis looks expre&'d. 
He wore the ruftic manners of a 'Squire 5 
Age had not quench'd one fpark of manly fire ; 290 
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But giant Gout had iwi^nd him in her chain, 
And his heart panted for the chafe in vain. 



Yet here Rememhrance, fweetly-foothing power ! 
Wing'd with delight Confinement's lingering hour. 
The fox's hruih flill emulous to wear, 295 

He fcour^d the county in his elbow-chair ; 
And, with view-halloo, rous'd the dreaming hound, 
That rung, by darts, his deep-ton'd mufic round. 



Long by the paddock's humble pale confined, 
His aged hunters cours'd the viewlefs wind : 300 
And each, with glowing energy pourtray'd, 
The far-fam'd triumphs of the field difplay'd ; 
Ufurp'd the canvas of the crowded hall. 
And chas'd a line of heroes from the wall* 
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There flept the horn each jocund echo knew^ 305 
And many a fmile and many a ftory drew ! 
High o'er the hearth his foreft-trophies hung, 
And their fintaftic branches wildly flung« 
How would he dwell on each vaft antler there I 
This daih'd the Wave, that fann'd the mountain-air. 
Each, as it frown'd, unwritten records bore, 311 
Of gallant feats and feftivals of yore. 



But why the tale prolong ? — His only child, 
His darling Julia on the (Iranger fmird. 
Her little arts a fretful fire to plcafc, 315 

Her gentle gaiety, and native eafe, 
Had won his foul ; and rapturous Fancy (bed 
Her golden lights and tints of rofy red ; 
But ah ! few days had pafs'd, ere the bright vifion 
fled! 
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When evening ting'd the lake's ethereal blue, 320 
And her deep Diades irregularly threw ; 
Their (hifting fail dropt gently from the cove, 
Down by St. Herbert's confecrated grove ; *^ 
Whence erft the chanted hymn, the taper'd rite, 
Amus'd the fifher's folitary night ; 325 

And ftill the mitred window, richly wreath'd, 
A (acred calm thro' the brown foliage breath'd. 



The wild deer, ftarting thro' the filent glade, 
With fearful gaze, their various courfe furvey*d. 
High hung in air the hoary goat reclin'd, 330 

His dreaming beard the fport of every wind ; 
And, as the coot her jet-wing lov'd to lave, 
Ro^k'd on the bofom of the fleeplefs wave ; 



Ogle rufii'd fim Suddamr's purple crcft, 
A cicud i^li blooding o'er her gnot-neib 335 

And 3a«r the idqoq baddiiiim'd» with dewy ray, 
Irte ^'v* iioit dmhes of deputing day ; 
Oer the wivie wattes deep fereoe Ifae himg. 
And her broid lights oa every muntain flung; 
Whexi !o ! a ^iddaa Ua& t^ vcfiel Uev, ^ 340 
And to the fur^ contija'd its little crew. 
AH, «ii efop'd — but ere tbc iovcr bore 
Ihs faint and faded Jclia to theiboR^ 
Her khk had fled !— Exbaufied by the ftonii, 
A fatal trance hung o'er her pallid form ; ^^c 

Her clofing eye a trembling luilre fir*d ; 
TwH life** laft fpark— It fluttcr'd and expir'd ! 
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The father ftrew'd his white hairs in ths wind, 
CalL'd on his child-*nor lingered long behind : 
And Florid liv*d to fee the willow wave, 350 
With many an evening-whifper, o'er their grave. 
Yes, Florid liv'd-^^ndy ftill of each poifeft. 
The Either cherifh'd, and the maid careik'd ! 



For ever would the fond enthufiaft rove. 
With Ju lia's fpirit thro' the ihadowy grove ; 855 
Gaze with delight on every icene (he plann'd, 
Ki(s every flowret planted by hex hand* 
Ah ! ^flill he trac'd her fleps along the glade, 
When hazy hues and glimmering lights betrayed 
Half-viewlefs forms ; ftill liften'd as the breeze 360 
Heav'd its deep fobs among the aged trees ; 
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And at each paulib her melting accents caught. 

In fweet ddirium of romantic thought ! 

Dear was the grot that ihunn'd the blaze of day ; 

She gave its fpars to fhoot a trembling ray. 365 

The ^ring, that bubbled from its inmoft cell, 

Murmur'd of Julia's virtues as it fell ; 

And o'er the dripping mo(s, the fretted (tone, 

In Florio's ear breath'd language not its own« 369 

Her charm around the enchantrefs Memory threw, 

A charm that fooths the mind, and fweetens too ! 



But is Her magic only felt below P 
Say, thro' what brighter realms (he bids it flow ; 
To what pure beings, in a nobler fphere, ^^ 
She yields delight but faintly imag'd here. 375 
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All that till now their rapt refearches knewj 
Not calL'd in flow fucceffion to review ; 
But, as a landfcape meets the eye of day, 
At once prefented to their glad furvey ! 



Each fcene of blifs revealM, fince chaos fled, 3S0 
And dawning light its dazzling glories fpread ; 
Each chain of wonders that fublimely glow'd, 
Since firfl Creation's choral anthem flow'd ; 
Each ready flight, at Mercy's fmile divine, 
To diflant worlds that undifcover'd fliine ; 385 
Full on her tablet flings its living rays, 
And all, combined, with blefl: effulgence blaze. 



There thy bright train, immortal Friendfhip, foar ; 
No more to part, to mingle tears no more ! 
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Andy as the foftening hand of Time endears 3|^ 

The joys and forrows of our inf«ni*3^rs, 

So there the fouti released froin human ftrife^ 

Smiles at the little cares and ills of life ; 

Its lights and (hades, its funihine and its (howers ; 

As at a dream that charm'd her vacant hours ! 395 



Oft may the fpiriCs of the dead defcend, 
To watch the lilent {lumbers of a friend ; 
To hover round his evening-walk unieen, 
And hold fweet converfe on the dufky green ; 
To hail the fpot where firft their Iriendniip grew. 
And heav'n and nature open'd to their view ! 401 
Oft, when he trims his cheerful hearth, and fees 
A fmiling circle emulous to pleafe ; 
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There may thcfe gentle guefts delight to dwell, 
And bleis the fceoe they lov'd in life fo well ! 405 



Oh thou ! with whom my heart was wont to fhare 
From Reafon's dawn each pleafure and each care ; 
With whom, alas ! I fondly hop'd to know 
The humble walks of happincfs below ; 
If thy bleft nature now unites above 410 

An angel's pity with a brother's love, 
Still o'er my life pieferve thy mild controul, 
Correal my views, and elevate my foul ; 
Grant me thy peace and purity of mind, 
Devout yet cheerful, zEtive yet refign'd ;•. 415 

Grant me, like thee, whofe heart knew no di^uile, 
Whofe blameleis wilhes never aim'd to rifet 



V 
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To meet the changes Time and Chance prefent, 

With modeft dignity and calm content* 

When thy laft breath, ere Nature funk to reft, 420 

Thy meek fubmiflion to thy God expteis'd ; 

When thy laft look, ere thought and feeling fled, 

A mingled gleatn of hope and triumph (hed ; 

What to thy ibul its glad affurance gave^ 

Its hope in death, its triumph o'er the grave ? 425 

The fweet Remembrance of imblemi(h*d youth, 

The infpiring voice of Innocence and Truth ! 



Hail, Memory, hail ! in thy exhauftlefe mine 
From age to age unnumber'd treafures ihine ! 
HioUght and her fhadowy bnxxl thy call obey, 430 
And Place and Time are fubjed to thy fway ! 
Thy pleafures mofl we feel, when moil alone ; 
The only pleafures we can call our own. 



OF MEMORY. 7I 

Lighter than air, Hope's fummcr-vifions die, 

If but a fleeting cloud obfcure the fky ; 435 

If but a beam of fober Reafon playj 

Lo, Fancy's fairy f rod-work melts away I 

But can the wiles of Art, the grafp of Power, 

Snatch the rich relics of a well-fpent hour ? 

Thefe, when the trembling fpirit wings her flight, 

Pour round her path a ftream of living light ; 441 

And gild thofe pure and perfe£): realms of refl, 

Where Virtue triumphs, and her ions are bleft ! 



THE END. 
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NOTES 



ON THE 



FIRST PART. 



Note i. Vcrfe 171, 
Awake but one^ and h, what myriads rife / 

W H £ N a traveller, who was furvcying the 
ruins o£ Rome, exprefled a defire to procure fome 
relic of its antient grandeur, Pouflin, who attended 
him, ftooped down, and gathering up a handful of 
earth fhining with fmall grains of porphyry, " Take 
this home," (aid he, '< for your cabinet ; and fay 
boldly, Quefta e Roma Antica^** 
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Note 2. Verfc 198, 
Tht church-yard yews round tohich his fathers JUep, 

Every man, like Gulliver in Lilliput, is foftened 
to foxne rpot of earth, by the thouiand fmall threads 
that habit and aHbciatipn are continually dealing 
over him. Of thefe, perhaps, one of the flrongeft 
is'here alluded to. ' 

When the Canadian Indians were once (blicited 
to emigrate, ** What !*' they replied, " (hall wo fay 
to the bones of our fathen, arife, and go with us 
into a foreign land ?*' 

Hift. des Indes, par M. rAbbe Raynal, vi. 2i* 
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Note 3, Vcrfe 205. 
Soy when he breaih'd his Jirm ytt Jond adieu-'^ 
He wept ; but the efFort that he made to conceal 
his tears, concurred, with them, to do him honour : 
he went to the mafl-head, waving to the canoes as 
long as they continued in fight. 

Hawk£sworth's Voyages, ii. i8i» 
Another very affefling in{bnce of local attach- 
ment is related of his fellow-countryman Potaveri, 
who came to Europe with M. de Bougainville, 

See Lbs Jaroins, par M. I'Abbe de Lille, 
chant ii. 
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Note 4* Vcrfe a 13. 
So Scotia's Queen^ &c. 
£lle fe leve fur Ton li£l:, & fe met a contempler 
la France encor, tant qu'elle peut. 

Brantome, torn. ii. p. 119. 



Note 5. Vcrfe 221. 
As kindred objects kindred thoughts exdie*^ 
To an accidental afTociation may be afcribed fomc 
of the noblefl efforts of human genius. The Hifto- 
rian of the Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire 
firfl conceived the dedgn among the ruins of the 
Capitol ; and to the tones of a Wdih harp are we 
indebted for the Bard of Gray* Gibbon's HifL 
xu. 432« Memoirs of Gray, feft* iv« let. 25. 
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Note 6. Vcrfe 225. 
Hence home^fiU pkqfurCj Sec. 
Who can fufiiciently admire the aftftionate 
-attachment of Plutarch, who thus concludes his 
-enumeration of the advantages of a great city to 
men of letters ; ^'< As to myfelf, I live in a little 
town ; and I choofe to live there, lefl it fliould 
become ftill lefs.** 

Vit. Dem. 



Note 7. Verfe 227. 

For this Foscari, &c. 
This young man was rurpe6led of murder, and 
at Venice fufpicion is good evidence. Neither the 
interefl of the Doge, his father, nor the intrepidity 



7^ NOTE! ON TH£ tiRST 7AIKT. 

of confcious innocence, which he exhibited in the 
dungeon and or the rack, could procure his ac- 
quittal. He w«a baoiihed to the ifl^nd of Candia 
for life. 

But hcfe his rclblution failed hire. At fach a 
diilance from home be could not live ; and as it 
was a criminal o£bice to fi>licit the intercefiton of 
any foreign prince, in a fit of defpair he addiefled 
' a letter to the duke of Milan, and intruded it to 
a wretch whole perfidy, he knew, would occafion 
his being, remanded a priibner to Venice* See 
Dr. Moore's View of Society in Italy, voli. 
let. 14. 



«i>T£fi OH THS 9 IB ST PART. 79 



Nqtb 8. Verfe&40« 

And watch and WMp tm Eloua's eelL 

TbcParackte, founded hy Abdardi in Chftinpagne* 



Note 9. Verfe 241. 

*Twas ever thus* As now at ViHgil's t(Wi3-* 

Vows and pilgrimages are not peculiar to the 

religious enthuiiaft. Silius Italtcus peHoFmed an- 

nual ceremonies on the mountain of Podlippo ; and 

It was there that Boccaccio, quaji da un dixdno 

tfiro ifjfpiraiOy refolved to dedicate his life to the 

^muies. 
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Note lo* Verfe 143. 
Sa TuLLT paused amd the wrecks of Time. 
When Cicero was quacftor in Sicily, he difeo- 
veied the tomb of Archimedes by its mathematical 
infcription* Tufc. Quaeft. 5. 3* 



Note 11. Verfe 257, 
Say why the penfive widow lovts to weep* 
The influence of the aflbciating principle is finely 
exemplified in the faithful Penelope, when fheiheds 
tears over the bow of UlyfTes. Od« xxi. 55* 



Note 12. Verfe 273. 

If chance he hears the fong fo fueetly wiM-^ 

The celebrated Ranz des Vaches ; cet air fi cheri 
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des Suifiesqu'il fut defendu ibus peine de mort de 
ie jouer dansleurs troupes, parce qu'il faifbit fondre 
en larmes, deferter ou mourir ceux qui I'entendoi* 
ent, tant il excitoic en eux l^ardent delir de levoir 
leur pays. Rousseau, Di^onnaite de Muliquei 



Note 13. Vcrfe sl'jS* 
Say why Vespasiajn loit^d his SabkHtfarm. 
This emperor, accoxxiing to Suetonius^ confii^tly 
paffed the fumxner in afmail villa near Rcafee, where 
he was bom, and to which he would never add any 
embellifhinent ; nt quid/cilicet oculorum con/uetudini 
deperiret* 

• Suet, in V it* Vefp. cap. il. 
A iimilar inlhnce occurs in the life of the vene- 
rable Pertinax, as related by J. Capitolinus, Pof- 
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teaquam in Liggriam venit, muids dgris ooemptit^ 
labemam faMensaaOf ' wanavtefcrmm prUrej infinids 
aedilicHs tircundedki Hift. Auguft. 54* 

And it is ikid cf Cardiiitl Rididicti, that, -wbesk 
lie faitik Yak saagnifioont palace on the iite of xht 

old familv chateau at Richelieu, he (acrificed its 

rf » - 

fymmetry to .^referVe the room in which he was 
bonk M^Bioirftsd^ Mile.dc Mo&tpenfierk I. 27. 
• Aa «tlachmBit of this aatun is geneialty the 
diarafiiorifUc of a benev^dent mind; and a iong 
acquiifitance wiUi the world cannot always <extiR- 
guifli it. 

'* To a friend,'* fays John Duke of Buckingh^aiii 
*\ I will ^({ibfe my weaknefs : I am oftener mifling 
•a pretty gallery in the old houfe I pulled ddwn, 
thaii pleafed with a iidoon which I built in its 
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"Hsad, though a thoufand times better in all re- 
rpe6l$." See his Letter to the D. of Sh. 

This is the language of the heart ; and will re- 
mind the reader of that good-hUihourad iiomark in 
one of Pope's letters—** I (hould hardly care to 
have an old poft pulled up) tint t remembaBd ever 
fince I was a child/' PoPE'srWorks^ viii. 151. 

Nor did the Poet feel the charm more forcibly 
than his Editor. ** I think," fays that celebrated 
Controverfialift, '< you have heard me fay, that my 
delicrous leafoti is the autumn ; the {eafouy whiq)i 
gives nioft life and vigour to my rtcntal faculties. 
The light mifts, that rife from the fields in one of 
thcfe mornings, give the fame relief to the views, 
that the blue of the plumb (to take my ideas from 
the ieafon) gives to the appetite. But I now enjoy 
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little of this pleafure, compared to what I formerly 
had in an autumn-mornusg, when I uied, with a 
book ifi my hand, to tcaveile the delightful Uwns 
and hec^o-rows round about the town of Newark, 
the unthinking place of my nativity." 

And a^in— ^^ I w<|uld have met you there on 
the leaft intimation. I could have led you through 
delicious walks, and picked off, for your amufement 
in our r^gnbles, a thou&nd notions which I hung 
upon every thorn, as I palled, thirty years ago.'* 
». Hurd's Life of Warburton, 99* 51* 

The elegant author of Telemachus has illulhated 
this fubjedt, with equal fancy and feeling, in the 
(lory of Alibee, Perfan. See Recueil de Fable^^ 
compofees pour TEducation d'un Prince. 



Nf^.l^Mait TIfE PIR«T PAR*. 4|5 



Thnt amiidbto «ad MC(»iplilhed xnomrQh, Heniy 
tKo Fourth of Fn^iic<H made an cxcurfion from hk 
^j|inp) during tho long fi^ of Laon, to dine at a 
bouft in the foreft of Fdambray ) where he had 
oftco been reg«ikd» when a hoy, with fruit, milk, 
and new cheefe ; and in ravifiting which he pro* 
mi&d himrolf great pleafure. 

Memoire$ de Sully, torn. ii. p. 381. 



Note 1^ VeHci a8i* -I 

Whm^ X^iQCLZTiAH^i/elf-^orreScdmnd^^ 
Diocleiiafi rctinsd into his native province, and 
tberQ amufcd Himfelf with building, plambg, and 
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ling. His anfwer to Maximian is ddbrvedly 
cdebiated. He was fdicited by that xelUds old 
man to re-aflurae the reins of government, and the 
Imperial purple. He igefbd the temptation with 
a Imile of pity, caknly obferving, *^ that if he could 
fhew« Maximian the cabbages which he had planted 
with his own hands at Salona, he fliould no longer 
be urged to relinquifli the enjoyment of happinefi 
for the purfuit of power." 

CiBBON. ii« 175. 



Note 16. Verfe 285. 

Soj^f when amUUous Charles renounced a tkront'-^ 

When the emperor Charles' V« had executed his 

memorable refblution, and had fet out for the 

flKmafiery of St. Juftu% he flopped a few days at 



KOTSS ON THE FIRST PART. 87 

Ghent, lays hia hiftorian, to indulge that tender 
and plea&nt melancholy, which arifes in the minc^ 
of every man in the decline of lific, on vifiting the 
place of his nativity, and viewing the fcenes and 
obje&-&miliar to him in his early youth. 

RoBERTsON^s Hift. iv. 256* 



NoT^ 17. Verfe309. 
. Then did his horfc the homeward track drfcry* 
The memory of the horfe forms the ground- 
work of a pleafmg little romance of the twelfth, 
century, entitled « The Gray Palfrey^" Sec the 
Talcs of the Trouveurs, as coUefted by M. Le 
Gnmd. 
Ariofto likewifeintroduces it in a paflage full of 

c 2 



^ Ndtif dl9 fSE VtKfT FART* 



trtitb and iiafUi«« Wllen Bayattvb ncots Angdki 
^ps toe foivfli 

I ' ■ - Vt mua&ntto a la DDdadla^ 

I I II I I 11 ihl* ^— *^>*Ml ll I I 1^— ^1*— I I < !■! I ■ III 

Cfa'in AlKrftcca il fervk gi^ di fua aiaiio* 

OaiAM 60 FuaiosOy canto i. 75. 



N6ta 18. Vcrfegj^. 
^ce;^ ^fdf / thy ifuihjhdil MAHtaM^A «IA^ «W^. 
Dui-ing tlie Gtgit of UArlethf whtti that city Was 
reduced to the lad exiretAity^ and on the poiiit of 
^ptoing its gattt to a baifc and barbaroud ei^tty, » 
dcfign was formed to rdieve it ; and the mtcUigence 
was conveyed to the citizens by a letter whi<;h MM 
tied under the wing of a pigeoti. 

Tmuanus, lib. Iv. c, 5. 
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The &XDC melleager was employed at the fiege of 
Mutina, as we are infonned by the elder Pliny. 

Hift. Nat, x« 37* 



Note 19* Vcrfe 346. 
Hark I the hee^ &c. 
This little animal, from the extreme convexity 
of Ler eye, cannot fee many inches before her. 



NOTES 



ON THB 



SECOND PART. 



Note 20. Vcrfc 1 14. 
YetJtiU hotaftaui the foothings of his art f 

X H £ aftronomer chalking his figures on the wall, 
in Hogarth's view of Bedlam, is an admirable ex- 
empUficatJon of this idea. 

See the Rake's Progress, plate 8. 



Note 21. Vcrfc 1.73. 
JJa/i thou thro' EdtiCt taild-taood vales purfited, &c. 
. On the road-fide between Penrith and Appelby 
fiands a fmall pillar with this infcription : 
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*' This pillar was erefbcd in the year 1656, by 
Ann Counted Dowager of PfcAabroke, &c« for a 
memorial of her lafl parting, in this place, with 

her good and pious mother, Margaret, Countefs 

. - . • . ■..--■ :i '..• 
Dowager of Cumberland, on the sd of April, 1616 : 

« ^ 

in memory whereof ihe hath left an annuity of 41. 
to be diftributed to the poor of the parifli of 
Brougham, every 2d day of April for ever, upon 
the ftone-table placed hard hy^ Laws Deo !" 

The £^eta is thiD priticipal itver of Coaberbod) 
and has its fource in the wti4eft paift cff Wtttuomt^^ 
iand. 



NbTfe 22. Verfe rS^ 
Thus, with ihe manly glcw iff hxmfi pridt, 
0*€r hii deiuifon M Ormono nobfy Jigk% Ac. 



llt)TCt OM THI SXQOMD t^UTe gf 

Onnond ban die lofi wkh patience and dignily ;. 
tbough lie ever xttained a pleafing, however mdm^ 
cboly, fenfe of the dgnal merit of Oflbry. ** I 
would not ex/changtt mf dead fiM^y" £iid he^ ^* for 
any living fon.iaChrifteCidQm." £(umb, vL 340. 

The &iiie feottwent is inlo&bed t^n Mils D<ilman'c 
urn at the Leafbwes. 

Heu, quanto mimif eQ: x:mm Itliquis ver&ri, 
quam tdi 






Note 23. Vcrfe 225. . 
High on exulting tuing the heath^ock ro/i. 
This bird, Qtcconiing to Mr* fijcnnant, is remark- 
able for hcs exohsttbn during the ipHng; ivhen he 
-cal^ tlM faen to his haunts witk a loud Jttid flirill 



94 voTis ow rat sbcoko vart, 

voice, and is fo mattentive to his ikiety as to be 
eafily Ihot. Brit. Zoology, 266. 



Note S4« Verfe ssa 
Derwent*s dear mirror. 
The Lake of Kefwick in Cumberland; 



NoTB 25, Verfe 323. 
Down by St, Herberts ttmftcrdttd grove. 
A finall wooded ifland once dignified with a reli- 
gious houle. 



Note 26. Verfe 340. 
When io I ajuddtn blajt the vefel bkm. 
In a lake, furroundbd with mountains, the agita- 
tions are often violent and momentary. The winds 
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blow in gufts and eddies ; and the water no ibooer 
fwells, than it fubfides. 

See Bourn's Hill, of Weftmordand» 



Note 27. Verfc 374. 
To what pure icings^ in a nobler jphtre^ 
She yields delight hit faintly imof^d herei 
The fbveral degrees of angds may probably have 
larger views, and fome of them be endowed with 
capacities able to retain together, and conftantly 
iet before them, as in one pidure, all their paft 
knowledge at once. Locks on Human Under- 
ftanding, book ii. chap. x. 9. 
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TO 
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ODE 



T O 



SUPERSTITION. 



I. 1. 

jTx £ N C £, to the realms of Night, dire Demon, 
hence I 

Thy chain of adamant can bind 

That little world, the human mind, 
^nd fink its nobleft powers to impotence* 

Wake the lion's loudeft roar, 

X^lot his Ihaggy main with gore, 



loo ODB TO SUPBRSTITION. 

With flafhing fury bid his eye-balls (hine ; 

Meek is his fiivage, fuUen ibul to thine ! 

Thy touch, thy deadening touch has fted'd the 

breaft, ■ 
Whence, thro' her rainbow-fliower, foft Pity finiPd; 
Has clos'd the heart each godlike virtue bleft, 
To all the filent, pleadings, of bis cbild« . 
At thy command he plants the dagger deep^ 
At thy command exults, tho* Nature bids him weep ! 



I. a. 

When, with a frown that froze the peopled earth, • 
Thou dartedft thy huge head from high, 
Night wav'd her banners o'er the (ky, 

And, brooding, gave her (hapelefs Oiadows births • 



OOE TO SUVERSTVTION. lOl 

Rocking on the billowy air, 
Ha ! what withering phantoitis glare ! 
As blows the blafl with many a fudden fwell, 

4 

At each dead paufe, what fhrill ton'd voices yell ! 
The fheeted fpeftre, tifing from the tomb, 
Points at the murderer's ftab, and (hudders by ; 
In every grove is felt a heavier gloom, 

That veils its genius from the vulgar eye ; 
The fpirit of the water rides the ftorm, 
And, thro* the mi ft, reveals the terrors 6f his form. 



^' 3- 
O'er folid feas, where Winter reigns, 

And holds each mountain-wave in chains, 

The fur-clad £ivage, ere he guides his deer ^ 

By glifterin'g ftar-light thro* the fnow. 



H 
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The indignant pyramid fublimdy towers, 
And braves the efforts of a hoft of years. 
Sweet Mufic breathes her foul into the wind ; 
And bright-ey'd Painting ftamps the image of the mind^ 



XL ft. 

Round their rude ark old Egypt's forcerers rile ! 
A timbreird anthem fwells the gale, 
And bids the God of Thunders hail ; «» 
With lowings loud the captive God replies. 
Clouds of incenfe woo thy fmile, 
Scaly monarch of the Nile I " 
But ah ! what myriads claim the bended knee ? " 
Goy count the bufy drops that fwell the fea. 
Proud land ! what eye can trace thy mydic lore, 
Lock'd up in chara£brs as dark as night ? " 



OI1& .10 ftaF£&8TlTIOK« IO5 

What e}^e thde long, long labyrinths dare explore, '4 
To which the parted foul oft wings her flight ; 
Again to vifit her cpLd cell of oUy, 
Charm'd with perennial fweets, and Oniling at decay ? 



". 3.. 

On yon hoar fummity mildly bright '^ 
With purple ether's li<|uid light, 
High o'er the world, the white-rob'd Magi gaze 
On dazzling burfts of hcav'nly fire ; 
Start at each blue, portentous blaze, 
Each flame that flits with adverie fpire. 
But &y, what (bunds my ear invade '^ 
From Delphi's, venerable fliade? 
The temple rocks, the laurel waves ! 
« The God I the God !" the Sybil cries. 
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Her figure fwells ! (he foams, fhe raves ! 
Her figure fwells to more than mortal fize ! 

Streams of rapture roll along* 

Silver notes afeend the (kies : 
Wake^ Ecfao^ wake and catch the fong. 
Oh catch it, ere it dies. 

The Sybil fpeaks, the dream is o'er, 

The holy harpings charm no more. 

In vain (he checks the God's controul ^ 

His madding fpirit fills her frame. 

And moulds the features of her foul, 
Breathing a prophetic flame. 

The cavern frowns ; its hundred mouths uncloie ! 
And, in the thunder's voice, the fate of empire flows. 
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Mona, thy Druid-rites awake the dead ! 

Rites thy brown oaks woald never dare 

Ev'n whifper to the idle air ; 
Rites that have chain'd old Ocean on his bed. 

Shiver'd by thy piercing glance, 

Pointlefs falls the hero's lance. 
Thy magic bids the imperial eagle fly, *' 
And blafts the laureate wreath of viftory. 
Hark, the bard's ibul infpires the vocal firing I 
At every paufe dread Silence hovers o'er : 
While murky Night (ails round on raven-wing, 
I^eepcning the tcmpcfl's howl, the torrent's roar ; 
Chas'd by the morn from Snowdon's awful brow, 
Where late (he kt and fcowl'd on the black wave below. 
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lil. 2. 

Lo, fteel-ckid War his gorgeous ftatodard rears ! 

The red-cro(s fquadrons ni^dly nge^ ^ 

And mow thro' infancy and age ; 
Then kifs the facred dufl: and melt in tears. 

Veiling from the eye of day, 

Penance dfea&is h^Hfe airay ; 
In cloifler'd folitude {hie fits and %hs, 
While from each fhrine &.i\% fmall refponfes rile* 
Hear, with what heartfelt beat, the midnight bell 
Swings its flow fummons thro' thfs hoUow pile ! 
The weak, wan votarifl leaves her twilight cell, 
To walk, with taper dim, the winding ifle ; 

• m, 

With choral chantings vainly to afpice, i 

Beyond this nether fphere, on Rapture's wing of fire. 



ani TO suPBASTiTioii. lao^ 



UI. 3. 
Lord of each pang- tike nerves can Heel^ 
Hence, with the rack and reeking wheel* 

Faith lifts tile foul abov« this little ball ! 
While gleax|i5 of glory qpsti roundy 
And circling «hairs a£ angels call, 
Can'fl thou, with all tl^ytcnrors crowjD'd, 
Hope to obftu^ that latent fp»k, 

■ Deftin'd to fiiine when funs are dark ? 
Thy triumphs ceafe ! thro' every land, 
Hark ! Truth proclaims, thy triumphs ceafe : 
Her heav'nly form, with glowing hand, 

Benignly points to piety and peace. 
Flufli'd with youth, her looks impart 
Each fine feeling as it flows ; 
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Her voice the echo of her heart, 

Pure as the mountain-ihows : 
C^lefltal tranfportc round her phy, 
Andibfitly) fweetly die away. 
She {miles! and where is now the cloud 
That blackeif'd o'er thy baleful reign P 
Grim darkne& furls his leaden fhrQiid» 
Shrinking from her glance in vain. 
Her touch unlocks the day-fpring from above, 
And lo ! it vifits man with beams of light and lo?e* 



NOTES 



ON THE 
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NoTB i« Page 98* 
Thy touchy thy deadening touchy &c« 
XjLN allufion to the iacrifice of Iphigeniai 



'Note 2. Page 98. 
When^ xdtk afrotan that froze the peopled earthy 
Thou dartidjl thy huge head from high^^ 
Humana ante oculos foede cum vita jaceret 
In terris opprefla gravi fub religione, 
Quae caput a coeli regionibus oflendebat, 
Jiorribili fuper afpef^u mortalibus inflans, &c. 

Lucretius, 1. i. v. 63^ 



Its NOTES ON THE 



Note 3« Page 99. 
Thtfur^claijktagt^ en he guides kh dtrn^ 
When we were ready to fet out, our hoft mut^ 
tered feme words in the ears of our cattle. 

See a Voyage to the North of Y^m^ in 1653. 



Note 4. Page loo. 
By thee ir^r'dt on fndia'sjinds^ &c. 
The Bfamios v<>l9ntariiy expofe theit bodies to 
the intenfe heat of the fua« 



Note 5, Page loow 
Hujpirit laughs in agonies^ 
Ridens moriar. The conclufion of an old Runic 
ode, preierved by Olaus Wormius, 



ODE TO 8VPER8TITION. tl3 



NoTB 6. Page loo* 
To die is to be bl^» 
In the Bedas, or fitcnod writings of the Hindoos, 
is this paflage : ^' She, who dies with her huCband, 
fhall live for ever with him in heaven." 



Note 7. Page 100. 
The Sifters fail in dujkyjiate. 
The Fates of the Northern Mythology. See 
Mallet's Antiquities. 



Note 8. Page lou 

If^iU the lonejhepherdf near theJhipUfs maiu'^ 

An allufton to the Second Sight. 



114 ' NOTES ON TRB 



Note 9. Page tou 
Thejtatue, waking zoith immortal porvers^^ 
See that fine defcriptlon of the fudden anitnatk>n 
of the Palladium in the lecond book of the iEneid. 



Note lo. Page 102. 

And bids the God of Thunders hail. 

The bull, Apis. 



Note ti. Page 102* 
Scaly monarch of the Nile. 
. The Crocodile, 



ODE TO SUPBRftTITION, II5 



Note is. Page i02« 
But ah I what triads claim the hendid knee f 
S6 numerous were the Deities of £gypl» that, 
according to an ancient proverb, it was in that 
country lefs difficult to find a god than a man. 



Note 13* Page i02« 

Locked up in charaBxrs as dark as night. 

The Hieroglyphics* 



Note 14. Page 103. 
Thqfe long, long lafyrinths^^ 
The Catacombs, in which the bodies of the ear- 
liefl generations yet remain without corruption, by 
virtue of the gums that embalmed them. 



ll€ NOTBS ON THE 



NoTB 15. Aige 105.' 
Onytm kotgr/wmmt^ mUdly bright-^ 
«* llie PlorfianSy" lays Herodotus, «' rejeft the ufe 
of temples, altars, and ftatues* The tops of the 
higheft mountains are the places chofen for fiicri- 
iices." The elements, and more particularly Fire, 
were the obje£b of their religious reverence. 



NoT£ 1 6. Page 103. 
But fay ^ mhat founds my ear invade — 
An imitation <^ fome wonderful lines in the fixth 
book of the i£neid. 



Note 17, Page 105. 
Thy magic bids tht imperial eagle fly. 
See Tacitus, 1. xiv. c. 29. 



ODE TO SUPERSTITION, tl7 



Note i8. Page 106. 

The red-crofs fquadrons madly rage. 
This remarkable event happened at the fiege and 
fack of Jerufalem, in the laft year of the eleventh 
century, when the triumphant croifes, after every 
enemy was fubdued and flaughtered, immediately 
turned themielves, with the ientiments of humilia- 
tion and contrition, towards the holy fepulchre. 
They threw afide their arms, ftill ftreaming with 
blood : they advanced with reclined bodies, and 
naked feet and head, to that facred monument : 
they fung anthems to their Saviour who had pur- 
chafed their falvation by his death and agony : and 
their devotion, enlivened by the prefence of the 
place where he had fuffercd, fo overcame their fury, 



Il8 NOTES, &C. 

that they difTolved in tears, and bore the appearance 
of every foft and tender fentiment. 

HCME I. 221. 



A 



AN 



EPISTLE 



TO 



A FRIEND. 



Villula^ ■ ■ I et pauper agelle, 

Me tibiy et hoi un^ mecum, ^uos feroper axnayii 

Commendo. 
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PREFACE. 

lliV£RY reader turns with pleafure to thofe paf-* 
6ges of Horace, and Pope, and Boileau, which 
defcribe how they lived and where they dwelt ; and 
which, being interfperfed among their (atirical writ- 
ings, derive a fecrot and irreAftible grace from the 
ccmtraft, and are admirable examples of what in 
Painting is termed rcpofe. 



We have admittance to Horace at all hours. We 
enjoy the company and converfation at his table s 
and his fuppers, like Plato's, < non folum in prae- 
fentia, (ed etiam poflero die jucupdap funt/ But, 



PRSrACE* 

when we look round as we fit there, we find oar- 
felves in a Sabine farm, and not in a Roman villa« 
His windows have every charm of profpeft ; but 
his furniture might have defcended from Cincinna- 
tus ; and gems, and pi6lures, and old marbles are 
mentioned by him more than once with a feeming 
indifference. 



His Englifh Imitator thought andfelt, perhaps, 
more corre6Uy on the fubje6b ; and embdlifhed his 
garden and grotto with great induflry and fuccefs. 
But to thefe alone he fblicits our notice. On the 
ornaments of his houfe he is filent ; and appean to 
have referved all the minuter touches of his pencil 
for the library, the chapel, and the banquetting- 
room of Timon« Nor could the Diable boiteux 



PREFACE. 



have laid them open with more ability. Le (avoir 
de notre fiecle, (ays Rou(reau, tend beaucoup plus 
a detruire qu'a edifier* On cenfure d'un ton de 
maitre ; pour propo(er) il en faut prendre un autre. 



It is the deiign of this Epiftle to illuftrate the 
virtue of True Taftc ; and to (hew how little (he 
requires to iecure, not only the comforts, but even 
the elegancies of life. True Ta(le is an excellent 
Economid. She con(ines her choice to few objefls, 
and delights in producing great efFe6ls by iinall 
means ; while Falfe Tade is for ever (ighing after 
the new and the rare ; and reminds us, in her 
works, of the Scholar of Apelles, who, not being 
able to paint his Helen beautiful, determined to 
make her fine. 



ARGUMENT. 



An Invitation, v. i . The approach to a Villa 
defcribed, v. 5. Its fituation, v, 17. Its few 
apartments, v. 57. furnifhed with cafts from the 
Antique, and engravings from the Italian Maflen^ 
V. 63- The dining-room, v. 83. The library, 
V. 89. A cold bath, v. 101. An ice-houie, 
V, iiJ, A winter-walk, v. 157. A fummer- 
walk, V. 169. The invitation renewed, v, 203. 
Conclufion, v« 21 1. 



I 



AV 



EPISTLE 



TO A 



FRIEND. 



W HEN, with a Reaumlur's (kill, thy curious 

mind 
Has clafs'd the iniefb-tribes of human-kind, 
Each with its bufy hum, or gilded wing, 
Its fubtle web-work, or its vcnom'd fting ; 
Let me, to claim a few unvalued hours, 5 

Point the green lane that leads thro' fern and flowers ; 
The flielier'd gate that opens to my field, 
And the white front thro* mingling elms revealed. . 



128 AK BPI8TL£ TO A FRIEND* 



In vain, alas, a village-friend invites 
To fimple comforts, and domeflic rites, ^^ 

When the gay months of Carnival refume 
Their annual round of glitter and perfume ; 
When Bond-flreet hails thee to its fplendid mart, 
Its hives of fweets, and cabinets of art ; 
And, lo, majeftic as thy manly fong, 15 

Flows the full tide of human life along« 



Still mufl my partial pencil love to dwell 
On the home-profpeds of my hermit cell ; 
The mofly pales that fkirt the orchard-green. 
Here hid by fhrub-wood, there by glimpfes feen ; so 
And the brown pathway, that, with careleis flow, 
Sinks, and is loft among the trees below* 



AN EPISTLE TO A PEIBNO* Itg 

Still mud it trace (the flattering tints forgive) 
Each fleeting charm that bids the landfcape live. 
Oft o'er the mead, at pleafing dtftance, pafs ' 25 
Browfing the hedge by fits the pannier'd ais ; 
The idling flicpherd-boy, with rude delight, 
Whiftling his dog to mark the pebble's flight ; 
And in her kerchief blue the cottage-maid, 
With brimming pitcher from the fliadowy glade. 30 
Far to the fouth a mountain-vale retires. 
Rich in its groves, and glens, and village-fpires ; 
Its upland lawns, and cUfb with foliage hung, 
Its wizard-ftream, nor namelels nor unfung : 
And thro' the various year, the various day, * 35 
What fcenes of glory burft, and melt away ! 



t^e AH SriSTLK TO A FR'IENt)* 



When April-verdure fprings in Grcrfvehor-fquafc, 
And the furr'd Beauty comes to winter there, 
She bids old Nature marr the plan no more, 
Yet ftiU the feafons circle as before. 4® 

Ah, ftill as (bon the young Auronr plays, 
Tho' moons and flambeaux trail their broaded blazse ; 
As (bon the fky-lark pours his matin long, 
Tho' Evening lingers at the mafk fo long. 



There let her ftrike with momentary ray, 45 
As tapers fhine their little lives away ; 
There let her praf^ife from herfelf to Ileal, 
And look the happinefs ihe does not feel ; 
The ready fmile and bidden blufli employ 
At Faro-routs that dazzle to dellroy ; 50 



AN EPISTLE TO A FRfEND* Cgl 

Fan with affe£led cafe the eflenc'd air. 
And lifp of fafhions with unmeaning flare* 
Be thine to meditate an humbler flight, 
When morning fills the fields with rofy light ; 
Be thine to blend, nor thine a vulgar aim, 55 

Repofe with dignity, with Quiet £sune» 



Here no flate-chambers in long line unfold. 
Bright with broad mirrors, rough with fretted gold ; 
Yet modefl ornament, with uie combined, 
Attra& the eye to exercife the mind. 60 

Small change of fcene, fmall fpace his home requires|, ' 
Who leads a life of fatisfied defires. 



What tho' no marble breathes, no canvas glows, 
From every point a ray of genius flows ! ^ 



IJt ^N SPUTI.I TO A FRXXVD. 

Be mine to ble(s the. indre mechanic ikill, 65 

That ftampsi fenews» and multiplies at will ; 
And cheaply circulateSi thro' diftant climes. 
The hm^ xelics of the pureft times. 
Here from the mould to confcious being flart 
Thofe finer (€irm9| the miracles of art ; 7^ 

Here chofen gems, imprefl on fulphur, ihine, 
That flepl for agbs in a fecond mine ; 
And here the faithful graver dares to tiace 
A Michael's grandeur, and a Raphael's grace! 
Thy gallery, Florence, gilds my humble Walls, 75 
And my low roof the Vatican recalb ! 



Soon as the morning-dream my pillow Hies, 
To waking fenfe what brighter vifions rife ! 



AN IPiaTL£ TO A FRIfiND< 133 

O mirk ! again the courfers of the Sun, ^ 
At OuiDo's call, their round of glory run 1 80 
Again the rofy Hours refume their flight, 
Obfcur'd and loft in floods of golden light ! 



But could thine erring friend fo long forget 
(Sweet fource of penfive joy and fond mgret) 
That here its warmeft hues the pencil flings, 85 
Lo ! here the loft reftores, the abfent brings ; 
Aad ftiU the Few beft lov'd and raoft rever'd ^ 
Rife round the board their (bcial fmtle endeared ? ?. 



Sele^ed (helves (hall claim thy ftudious hours ; 89 
There (hall thy ranging mind be fed on flowers ! * 

* — apis Matinae 
More modoque 
Grata carpentis thyma— Hon. 



134 ^^ £PXSTLE TO A FRIEND. 

Thcrcy while the {haded lamp's mild luflre (beams, 
Read ancient books, or woo infpiring dreams ; * 
And, when a fage's bull arrefls thee there, 9 
Pauie, and his features with his thoughts compare. 
•—Ah, moil that Art my grateful rapture calls, 95 
Which b]:eathes a foul into the (ilent walls ; f 
Which gathers round the Wife of every Tongue, '* 
Ail on whofe words departed nations hung ; 
Still prompt to charm with many a converfe fweet ; 
Guides in the world, companions in ipetreat ! too 



Tho' my thatch'd bath no rich mofaic knows, 
A limpid flream with unfelt current flows. 



f Poftea veth qvAm Tyrannio mihi libros difpofuit, mens 
addita vidcCur meia aedibut. Cic. 



AN EPISTLB TO A FRIEND. I35 

Emblem of Life! which, ftill as we furvey, 
Seems motionlefs, yet ever glides away 1 
The fhadowy walls record, with Attic art, 105 

The ftrength and beauty that its waves impart. 
Here Thetis, bending, with a mother's fears 

Dips her dear boy, whofe pride reftrains his tears. 
There, Venus, rifing, (brinks with fweet furprize, 
As her fair felf reflef^ed feems to rife ! 1 10 



But hence away ! yon rocky cave beware ! 
A fullen captive broods in filence there. '* 
There, tho* the dog-ftar flame, condemned to dwell, 
In the dark centre of its inmoft cell. 
Wild Winter miniflers his dread controul, 115 
To cool, and cryflallize the ne£lar*d bowl ! 

X. 2 



136 AM BPISTLB TO A rftlEMD. 

His hdtd form an awful grace retains ; 
Stem tho' fubdued, najeftic tho' in chains ! 



Far from the joykTs glare, the maddening ftrifei 
And all < the dull impertinence of life,' iso 

Thefe eyelids open to the rifing ray, '^ 
And clofe, when Natute bids, at clofe of day* 
Here, at the dawn, the kindling landfcape glows; 
There noon-day levees call from faint repofe. 124 
Here the flufh'd wave flings back the parting light ; 
There glimmering lamps anticipate the night. 
When from his claflic dreams the fludent fteals, * 
Amid the buzz of crouds, the whirl of wheels, 



* logenium, fibi quod vacuas defumfit Atheoas, 
Et fludiis annos feptem dedit, infenuitque 
Libiif et curis, ftatua tacitumius exit 
Plerumquc — Ho r . 



AN EPISTLE fO A FRIEND. I37 

To muf^ uanotic'd, while around him prefs 
The meteor^forms of equipage and dre& ; 130 

Alone, in wonder loft, be ftems to Hand 
A very ftringef In his mtive hnd I 
Like thofe bled Youths (forgive the fabling page^ ■' 
Whofe blameliBis lives deceiv'd a twilight age, * 
Spent in fweee Humbert ; till the mineir's fpade 135 
Unclos*d the cavern, and the morning play'd. 
Ah, what their ftrange furprize, their wild delight 
New arts of life^ new manners meet their fight I 
In a new world they wake, as from the dead i 
Yet doabt the trance dilTolv^d, the vifidn fled i 140 



* •^felkatit Cemita vitae. Hor. 



138 AN 2PISTLC TO A FRISKD* 

O come, and, rich in intelleftual wealth, 
Blend thought with exercife, with knowledge health ; 
Long, in this (helter'd fcene of lettered talk. 
With fober ftep repeat the penfive walk ; 
Nor fcorn, when graver triflings fail to pleafe, 145 
The cheap amufements of a mind at eafe ; 
Here every care in fweet oblivion caft, 
And many an idle hour— -not idly paft'd* 



No tuneful echoes, ambufh'd at my gate, 149 
Catch the bled accents of the wife and great. '^ 
Vain of its various page, no Album breathes 
The figh that Friendfliip, or the Muie bequeathes* 
Yet fome good Genii o'er my hearth prefide. 
Oft the far friend, with fecret fpell, to guide ; 154 



AN BPISTLB TO A FRIBKO. I39 

And there I trace, when the grey evening lours, 
A fiient chronicle of happier hours ! 



When Chriilmas revds in a world of fnow, 
And bids her berries blufh, her carols flow ; 
His fpangling fhower when Froft the wizard flings; 
Or, borne in ether blue, on viewlefs wings, 160 
O'er the white pane his lilvery foliage weaves. 
And gems with icicles the fheltering eaves ; 
—Thy mufBed friaid his ne£brine-wdl purfues, 
What time the fun the yellow crocus wooes, 164 
Scrcen'd from the arrowy North ; and duly hies * 
To meet the morning-rumour as it flies ; 



* Fallacem circum, vefpertmumque pererro 
Sxpe foi-um. Hok. 



140 J^9L SrilTLB TO A rRlEHA* 

To nnge the munnuring markot-phoC) and view 
The motley groups tkaC ^ithlul Temibr& drew. 



When Spring burftB forth inbioflinns. thro' the vale, 
And her wildnufic triumphs on the gale, 170 
Oft with my boc^ I mufe from ftile to ftile ; * 
Oft in my porch the liftleis noon beguik^ 
Framing loofe numbers, till declining day 
Thro' the green trellis Ihoots a crimfon ray ; 174 
Till die Weft-wind leads on the twilight houra^ 
And (hffkes the tegrant bells of clofmg flowers. 



Nor boaft, O Choify, feat of foft delight^ '< 
The fecret charm of thy voluptuous night* 



* Tantdt, un livre en maini errant dans let preriet— 

Bo ILEA V. 



AN 9PIITJLB. TO ▲ miKHOw I4I 

Vain is the blaze of wealth, the pomp of power ! 
Lo, here, attendant on rhe Jhadowy hour, - i8o 
Thy clolet-fupper, fery'd by hands unlben, 
Shfids, like an evening-ftar, its rayferpM, ^ 
To hail our coining. Not a ftep prophane 
Dares, with rude feund, the cheerful ritie reftnm ; 
And, while the frugal banquet glows reveal'd, 185 
Pure and unbought '^,— -the natives of my field; 
While bluliiing fruits thro' fc»tter'd leaves invite^ 
Still dad in bloom, and veil'd in azure light ;«» * 
With wine, as rich in years as Horaci fings, 



With water, clear as his own fountain flings, 190 
The (hiftiog fide-board plays its humbler port. 
Beyond the triumphs of a Loriot's art. 

*--dapcs inemtas. Hor. 



t4i ' AM BPItTLS TO A r&IXlU>. 



ThuSy m this calm itoefs, fo richly fraught 
With mental light, and luxury of thought, 194 
My life ftealt on ; (O could it blend with thine!) 
Careleis my courie, yet not without defign. 
So thro' the vales of Loire the bee-hives glide, ''^ 
The light raft dropping .with the dlent tide ; 
So, till the laughing fccnes are loft in night, 
The bufy people wing their various flight, soo 
• Culling unnumber'd fweets fiom namele& flowers, 
That fcent the vineyard in its purple hours. 



Rife, ere the watch-relieving clarions play, 
Caught thro' St. James's groves at blufh of day ; 
Ere its full voice the choral anthem flings 205 

Thro' trophied tombs of heroes and of kings. 



AV BPIITLB TO A T&ISMD* 143 



Hafte to the tranquil (hade of ieamed eafe, * 
Tho' (kill'd alike to dazzle and to pleafe ; 
Tho' each gay fcene be fearch'd with anxious eye^ 
Nor thy (hut door be paft'd without a figh. 210 



Ify when this roof (hall know thy friend no more. 
Some, form'd like thee, fiiould once, like thee, 

explore ; 
Invoke the lares of his lov'd retreat, 
And his lone walks imprint with pilgrim-feet ; 
Then be it faid, (as, vain of better days, 215 

Some grey domeflic prompts the partial praife ;) 
<* Unknown he liv'd, unenvied, not unblefl ; 
Reafon his guide, and Happinefs his gueft, 

* Innocuas amo delicias do^amque quietsm. 



144 -^' BriSTUB TO A tllBNB. 

In the clear mirror of his moral page, 
We trace the manners of a purer age* 320 

His foul, with thirft of gpiiiine glory fimght* 
Scom'd the fidfe luftne of Ucentious thoughu 
-—One fair afylum fcom the world be knew^ 
One chofen feat, that charms with various view! 
Who boafts of more (believe the ierious ftraia) 225 
Sigbs for a home, and fighs, alas 1 in yain. 
Thro' each he roves, the tenant of a day, 
And, with the fwallow, wings the year away I*' 



THE END. 



NOTES 



AND 



ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Note i« Vcrfc 25. 
Oft o*er the mead, at pkajing dijtancc^ pofs^^ 

l^OSMO of Medicis preferred his Apennine villa, 
becauie all that he commanded from its windows 
was exclufively his own. 

How unworthy of his charafler ; and how unlike 
the wife Athenian, who, when he had a farm to 
fell, dire6led the cryer to proclaim, as its beft re- 
commendation, that it had a good neighbourhood I 

Plut. in Vit. Themift, 



146 MOTBS AND I L LUST RATIO ITS* 



Note 2r Vcrfe 35, 
And^ thro* the various ycar^ tkt various day^^ 
Horace commends the houfe, 

I longos quacpvofpick ^ros» 
And I think he is right. Diftant views, if there is 
a good foreground, are generally tht mod pleafing ; 
as they contain the greatefl variety, both in tbem- 
felves, and in their accidental variations, 
Mr. G I LP IN on the High-Lands of Scotland, i. 159* 



Note 3. Verfe 61. 
Small change of fcene,JmaUfpace his home requires-^ 
Many a great man, in pafling through the apart- 
ments of his palace, has made the melancholy re* 



NOTES AND ILLUST AATtON5. I47 

fle£^ion of the venerable Cofino : Quefta h troppo 
gran cala k (i poco famiglia. 

Mach. Ift. Fion lib* vii* 
I confefs, fays Cowley, I love littlenefs almoft in 
all things. A little convenient eftate, a little chear* 
ful hoUie, a little company, and a very little fea& 

Eflay vi. 
So alfo &ys the Conqueror of Silefia ! 
Petit bien, qui ne doit rien, 
Petite maifon, petite table, &c* 
When Socrates was afked why he had built for 
himfelf fo fmall a houfe, *^ Small as it is," he lo* 
plied, <^ I wifh I could fill it with friends." 

pHifiDRus, 1. iii. 9* 
Thefe indeed are all that a wife man would dedre > 
to aflemble ; " for a croud is not company, and faces 



/ 



tiS WOTBI AMD IJLLU»TllATM»llt« 

^ ate but a gaUtry of pifiuMt, and talk but a tink* 
^ ling cymbali where there is no love." 

Bag o n't E&ys, xxvlL 



NoTs 4* Verfe 64. 
frmh every paint a ray of genius flows I 
By this means, when the heavens are filled with 
clouds, when the earth fwims in rain, and all nature 
wears a lowering countenance, I withdraw myfelf 
from thele uncomfortable fcenes into the vifionary 
worlds of art ; where I meet with fhining landfkips, 
gilded triumphs, beautiful faces, and all thofe other 
obje£b that fill the mind with gay ideas, &c. 

Addisok. 

It is remarkable that Antony, in his adverfity, 

pafled feme time in a fmall but fplendid retreat, 



•MOT£l AMD ILLUSTRATIONS. I49 

which he called his Timonium, and from which 
probably originated the idea of the Parifian Boudoiri 
that fovorite apartment, <w Von ft retire pour etre 
feul^ mats ou I'on ne boude point. 

Strabo, L xvii. Plut. in Vit. Anton. 



NoTB 5. Vcrfe 79. 
mark i again the courfers of the Sun^ 
At GviDO*s cattf &c. 
Alluding to his celebrated frdfco in the Rofpigliofi 
Palace at Rome. It has been engraved by Jac. Freii, 
and by Morghen* 



Note 6. Verfe 87. 
And Jtill the Feto bejt lov*d and mojl revcr'd'^ 
The dining-room is dedicated to Conviviality; 



I. 



150 MOTEf AND ILLUSTRATIOMt. 

or^ as Cicero fomewhere exprefles it, Communitati 
vitae atque viAus. There we wiih moft for the fo- 
ciety of our friends ; and, perhaps, in their ahfence, 
moft require their portraits. 

The moral advantages of this furniture may be il- 
luftrated by the pretty ftory of an Athenian courte- 
zan, '' who, in the midft of a riotous banquet with 
her lovers, accidentally caft her eye on the portrait 
of a philofopherj that hung oppodte to her feat : 
the happy chara£ber of temperance and virtue ftruck 
her with fo lively an image of her own unworthi- 
nefs, that flie inftantly quitted the room ; and) re- 
tiring home, became ever after an example of tem- 
perance, as (he had been before of debauchery." 

Webb's Inquiry into the Beauties of 
Painting, p. 33. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 15! 



Note 7. Vcrfe 88. 
Rife round the board, &c.— 

A long table, and a fquare table, fays Bacon, feem 
things of form, but are things of fubftance ; for at 
a long table a few at the upper end» in efiefl, fway 
all the buiinefs, EfTay xx. 

Perhaps Arthur was right, when he inilituted the 
order of the round table. In the town-houfe of 
Aix4a-Chapelle is ilili to be feen the round table, 
which may ahnoft literally be faid to have given 
peace to Europe in 1748. Nor is it only at a con- 
grels of plenipotentiaries that place gives prece- 
dence. 
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t5i NOTES AND ILLUITIATIOITS* 



Note 8. Verfe' 92. 
Rsad ancient books^ ct woo injuring dreams* 
The reader will here remember that paflage of 
Horace, 

Nunc veterum libris, nunc (bmno, &c« 
which was infcribed by Lord Cheflerfield on the 
frieze of his library. 



Note 9. Verfe 93, 
Andi token a/age*s buft arrefit thee there'^ 
Siquidem non (blum ex auro argentove, aut certe 
ex acre in bibliothecis dicantur illi, quorum immor- 
tales animae in iifdem locis ibi loquuntur ; quini- 
mo etiam quae non funt,- finguntur, pariuntque 
defideria non traditi vultus, flcut in Homero evenit. 
Quo majus (ut equidem arbitror) nullum eft felici- 
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tatis fpecimexii quam femper omnes fcire cuperc, 
qualis fuerit aliquis, Plin* Nat* Hift. xxxv. 2« 

Ciceix) fpeaks with great affe6Uon of a little feat 
under Ariftotle in the library of Atticus. Literis 
fuftentor & recreor ; maloque in ilia tua fedecula, 
quam habes fub imagine Ariftotelis, Adere, quim 
in iftorum fella curuli ! £p. ad Att* iv. to* 

Mor (hould we forget that Dryden ufed to draw 
Infpiration from the '' majeftic face" of Shakfpeare ; 
and that a print of Newton was the only ornament 
of the clofet of fi uffon. £p. to Kneller. Voyage 
a Montbart par Herault de Sechelles. 
In the chamber of a man of genius we 

write all down : 
Such and Rich piftures ;— -there the window; 
' the arras, figures, 

Why, fuch, and fuch. Cymbeline. 
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Note lo. Vcrfc 97. 
Which gathers round the Wife of every Tongue, 
Quis tantis non gaudeat & glorietur hoTpitibus^ 
exclaims Petrarch.— Spefbrry etfi nihil aliud, certe 
juvat.—- Homerus apud me mutus, imm6 vero ego 
apud ilium furdus fum. Gaudeo tamen vel alpe^ 
rdo, et faepe ilium amplexus ac fufpirans dice : O 

roagne vir, &c. Epift. Van Lib. 

1 

Note 11. Verfe iia. 
AfuUtn captive broods inJiUnce there. 
This thought is moil beautifully dilated in an In- 
fcription for an Ice-houfe, by a Lady of great cele- 
brity in the Literary World. Nor has it efcaped 
Waller in his verfes on St. James's Park. v. 53. 
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Note i2« Verfe i2i. 

Thrft tyeUds open to the rifing ray* 
Your bedUchamber, and alfo your library, &ys 

Vitruvius, fhould have an eaftern afped: ; ufus einim 

matutinum poftulat lumen. 

Not fo the pi6hire-gallery ; which requires a 

north-light, uti colores, propter conftantiam lumi- 

nis, immutata permaneant qualitate. L. vi. c. 6. 



Note 13, Verfe 133. 
Like thofe hUft Youths fjorghe the fabling page J 
See the Legend of the Seven Sleepers, as tranila- 
ted hom the Syriac by the care of Gregory of Tours. 

Gibbon's Hift. c«33. 
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NoT£ 14* Verie &50. 

Catch the hUft accents of the ttfi/c and great. 

Mr. Pope ddights in enumentmg his illuftrious 
guefts* Nor is this an exclufive privilege of the 
poet. The Medici Palace .at Florence exhibits a long 
and impofing catalogue. ' Sempea- hi parietes colum- 
nseque eruditis vocibus refonuerunt.' 

Another is alfo preferved at Chanteloup, the feat 
of the Duke of Choifeul. 



NoT£ 15. Verie 177. 
Nor boafi^ Choifyy feat of fcft deUght-^ 
At the petits foupes of Choify were firft introdu- 
ced thole admirable pieces of mechanifb, afterwards 
carried to perfeftion by Loriot, the Confidente and 



the Servante ; a table and a fide-board| which de- 
fcended, and rofe again covered with viands and 
wines. And thus the moft luxurious Court in £u* 
rope, after all its boafted refinements, was glad to re- 
turn at kO:, by this iingular contrivapcty to the 
quiet and privacy of humble life. 

y ie privee de Louis XV. torn, ii* p» 43. 



Note i6, Vcrfe 182. 
Skcdsj like an eotning-Jiar^ its ray ferene. 
At a Roman fupper ftatues were ibmetimes em« 
ployed to hold the lamps. 

— Aurea funt juvenum -(imulacra per aedeis, 
. Lampadas igniferas manibus.retinentia dextris. 

LucR* ii« 24. 
A fsfhion as old as Homer ! OdyfT. vii. loo. 
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On the proper degree and diftribution of light 
we may confult a great mailer of effe£l. II lume 
grande, ed alto^ e non troppo potente, fara quello, 
che tenderi le particole de' corpi moito grate. 
Txatt. dcUa Pittura di Lionardo da Vinci, c. xli. 

Hence every artift requires a broad and high light« 
Hence alio, in a banquet-fcene, the moft pi^lurefque 
of all poets has thrown his light from the cieling. 
iEneid. i. 730; 

And hence the ^' flarry lamps" of Milton, that 

from the arched roof, 
Pendent by fubtle magic, ■ 



yielded light 



As fxx>m a iky. Paradiie Loft. i. 726, 
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Note 17. Vcrfc 197. 

So thro* the vaUs of Loire the bee-hives glide. 

» 

An alluiion to the floating bee-houfej or barge 
laden with bee-hives, which Goldfmith fays he fiiw 
in fome parts of France and Piedmont* 

Hift. of the Earth, viii. 87. 



Note 18. Verfe 228. 
And^ toith the/zualiozo, wings the year azoay ! 
It was the boaft of LucuUus that he changed his 
climate with the birds of pafTage. 

Plut. in Vit. LuculU 
How often mufl he have felt the truth here incul* 
cated, that the mailer of many houfes has no home ! 



THE SAILOR- 



AN ELEGY. 



X HE Sailor figbs as finks his native (hore^ 
As all its leflening turrets bluely fade; 
He climbs the maO: to feaft his eye once more. 
And bufy Fancy fondly lends her aid. 



Ah! now, each dear, domeflic fcene he knew, 
Recalled and cherifli'd in a foreign clime, 
Charms with the magic of a moonlight- view, 
Its colours mellow'd, not impaired, by time. 



l6a THB SAILOR* 

True as the needle, homeward points his heart, 
Thro' all the horrors of the ftormy main ; 
This, the laft wifli with which its warmth could part. 
To meet the fmile of her he loves again. 



When Mom firft ^intly draws her filver line, 
Or Eve's grey cloud defcends to drink the wave ; 
When fea and iky in midnight darkncfs join. 
Still, ilill he views the parting look ihe gave* 



Her gentle fpirit, lightly hovering o'er,' 
Attends his little bark from pole to pole ; 
And, when the beating billows round him roar, 
Whifpers fweet hope to footh his troubled foul. 
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Carv'd is her name in many a fpicy grove, 
In many a plantain-foreft, waving wide ; 
Where dufky youths in painted plumage rove, 
And giant-palms o'er-arch the yellow tide* 



But lo, at laft he comes with crowded fail ! 
Lo, o'er the clifF what eager figures bend ! 
And hark, what mingled murmurs fwell the gale ! 
In each he hears the welcome of a friend* 

— *Tis (he, 'tis (he herfclf ! fhe waves hpr hand ! 
Soon is the anchor caft, the canvas furl'd ; 
Soon thro' the whitening furge he fprings to land, 
And clafps the maid he Tingled from the world. 



ON A TEAR. 



V^H ! that the Chemift's magic art 
Could cryftallize this lacred treafure! 
Long fhould it glitter near my heart, 
A fecret (burce of penflve pleafure* 



The little brilliant, ere it fell, 
Its luftre caught from Chloe's eye; 
Then, trembling, left it's coral cell— 
The fpring of Senfibility ! 



1 
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Sweet drop of puzte and {learly light 1 
In thee the rays of Virtue (kule ) 
More calmly citar, more lBil4^y bright. 
Than any §am that gilds the mine. 



Benign reftorer of the foul ! 
Who ever fly'ft to bring relief, 
When firft {he feels the rude controul 
Of Love or Pity, Joy or Grief. 



The (age's and the poet's theme, 
In every clime, in every age ; 
Thou charm* ft in Fancy's idle dream, 
In Reafon's philofophic page. 



M 



i66 ON A TEAH. 

That vcay law * which moulds a teaur^ 
And bids it trickle from its fburccy 
That lav preferves the earth a fpheK, 
And guides the planets in their courfe. 



* The law of Gravitatigo. 



TO A 



FRIEND 



OK HIS 



MARRIAGE. 

V^N thee, bleft youth, a father's hand confers 
The maid thy earlieft, fondeft wifhes knew. 
Each foft enchantment of the foul is hers ^ 
Thine be the joys to firm attachment due. 



As on {he moves with helltating grace, 
She wins affurance from his Toothing voice ; 
And, with a look the pencil could not trace. 
Smiles thro' her blufhes, and confirms the choice. 
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l68 TO A ritlENO OV HIS MARRIAGE* 

Spare the fine tremors of her feeling frame ! 
To thee fhe turns— forgive a virgin's fears ! 
To thee (he turns with fureft, tendereft claim ; 
Weaknefs that charms, relu6bnce that endears ! 



At each refponfe the fiiered rite lequires, 
From her full bofom buHb the unbidden (igh, 
A ftrange myfterious awe the fceoe infpiies ; 
And on her lips the trembling accents die» 



O'er her fair laoe what wild enotions play I 
What lights and ihades in fweet confufion blend ! 
Soon fliall they fly, glad harbingers of day^^ 
And ^ttled i'unfhine on her foul diofeend I 



TO A FRIEND ON HIS MARRIAGE. 169 

Ah fbon, thine own confeft, ecfla^c thought ! 
That hand (hall ftraw each flinty path with flowers ; 

And thofe blue eyes, with mildefl: luftre fraught, 

t 
Gild the calm current of doxneftic hours ! 



AN 



ITALIAN SONG. 



JJfiAR is my little native vale, 

The ring-dove builds and murmurs there ; 

Clofe by my cot {he tells her tale 

To every palling villager. 

The fquirrel leaps from tree to tree. 

And ihells his nuts at liberty. 



In orange-groves and myrtle-bowerS| 
That breathe a gale of fragrance rounds 
1 charm the fairy-footed hours 
With my lov'd lute's romantic found ; 
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Or crowns of living laurel weave. 
For thofe that wiQ the race at eve. 



The (hepherd's horn at break of day, 
The ballet danc'd in twilight glade, 
The canzonet and roundelay 
Sung in the filent green-wood fhade ; 
Thefe fimple joys, that never fail, 
Shall bind me to my native vale. 



TO THE 

YOUNGEST DAUGHTER 

OF 

LADY •• 

l\ H ! why with tell-tale tongue reveal + 
What moft her blufhes would conceal ? 
Why lift that modeft veil to trace 
The ieraph-fweetnefs of her face P 
Some fairer, better fport prefer ; 
And feel for us^ if not for her. 
Jbr this prefuzsption, foon or late^ 
know, thine (hall be a kindred fate. 

f Alluding to fome veries which flte had written on an 

elder filler. 



TO A DAUGHTER OF LADY ** I73 



Anotker (hall in vengeance rife 
Sing Harriet's cheeky, and Harriet's eyes ; 
And, echoing back her wood-notes wild, 
—Trace all the mother in the child ! 



SKETCH 

OF THE 

ALPS 

AT DAY-BREAK. 

X H £ fun-beams ftreak the azure fkies. 
And line with light the mountain's brow 
With hounds and horns the hunters rife. 
And chafe the roebuck thro' the fnow. 



From rock to rock> with giant-bound^ 
High on their iron poles they pafs ; 
Mate, left the air, convuls'd by found. 

Rend from above a frozen mafs*. 

• There are palTes in the Alps, where the guides tell you to 
move on with fpeed, and fay nothing, left the agitation of the 
air ihould loofen the fnows above. G&ay, fedt, v. let. ^. 



I 



A SKETCH OP THE ALPS. S75 

The goats wind flow their wonted way. 
Up craggy deeps and ridges rude ; 
Mark'd by th& wild wolf for his prey, 
From defert cave or hanging wood. 



And while the torrent thunders loud, 
And as the echoing clifis reply, 
The huts peep o'er the moming«cloud, 
Perch'd, like an eagle's neft, on high. 



FAREWELL. 



V^NCE more, enchanting girl, adieu ! 
I muft be gone, while yet I mayv 
Oft (hall I weep to think of you ; 
But here I will not, cannot ftay. 



The fweet expreflion of that face, 
For ever changing, yet the fame, 
Ah no, I dare not turn to trace« 
It melts my foul, it fires my frame J 



A FAREWELL. I77 

Yet give me, give me, ere I go, 
One little lock of thofe fa Ueft, 
That lend your cheek a warmer glow. 
And on your white neck love to reft; 



•«-Say, when to kindle hk delight, 
That hand has chanced wkh mine to mttt^ 
How could Its thrilling touch excite 
A figh fo Ihort, and yet fo fwcet ? 



O fay^^but no, it muft tiot bew , 
Adieu, enchanting gid,. adieu ! 
—Yet ftiU, methinkfl^ yoa frown en me; 
Or never could I fly from you* 



lO THE 



GNAT. 



W HEN by tbe greenwood fide^ at fuminer eve. 
Poetic vifions charm my doling eye ; 
And iairy-fcenesy that Fancy loves to weaver 
Shift to wild notes of fweeteft Minffadfy; 
'Tis thine to range in bufy queft of prey, 
Thy feathery antlers quivering with delight, 
Brufh from my lids the hues of heav'n.away. 
And all is Solitude, and all is Night! 
—Ah now thy barbed fhaft, relentle& fly, 
Unfheaths its terrors in the fultry air ! 



TO THE GHAT« ±79 

No guardian fylph, in golden panoply, 
Lifts the broad fhidd, and points the fparkling fpear* 
Now near and neaxer rufli thy whirring wings, 
Thy dragon-fcales ftill wet with human gore. 
Hark, thy (hrill horn its fearful lanim flings! 
*-*I wake in homor, and ^ dam deep no more I' 



WISH. 



IVllNE be a oat befide the hiU; 
A bee-hive's hum (hall footh my ear ; 
A willowy brook, that turns a mill, 
With many a £dl (hall linger near* 



The fwallow, oft, beneath my thatch. 
Shall twitter from her clay-built neft ; 
Oft (hall the pilgrim lift the latch. 
And (hare my meal, a welcome gueft« 



A WISH. 101 

Around my ivied porch ftall fpring 
Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew ; 
And Lucy, at her wheel, (hall fing, 
In rufTet gown and apron blue. 



The village-church, among the trees, 
Where firft our marriage-vows were giv'ri, 
With merry peals fhall fwell the breeze, 
And point with taper fpire to heav'n. 



VERSES 

WKITTIN TO BE IPOKEH BY 

Mrs. SIDDONS.* 



JL £ S, 'tis the pulfe of life ! my fears were vain ! 
I wake, I breathe, and am myfelf again. 
Still in this nether world ; no feraph yet ! 
Nor walks my fpirit, when the fun is fct, 
With troubled ftep to haunt the fatal' board, 
Where I died laft — ^by poifon or the fword ; 
Blanching each honeft cheek with deeds of night, 
Done hexe fo oft by dim and doubtful light. 

* After a Tragedy, perfonned for her benefit, at the Theatre 
Royal in Drury-lane, April 27, 1795. 

wi 



WRITTIN TO BB APORBN BY MR0. aiDDONI* x8g 

—To drop all metaphor, that little bell 
Call'd back reality, and broke the fpelU 
No heroine claims your tears with tragic tone ; 
A very woman— -(carce reftrains her own I 
Can (he, with fiftion, charm the cheated mind, 
When to be grateful is the pait aflign'd ? 
Ah, No ! (he fcoms the trappings of her Art ; 
No theme but truth, no prompter but the heart I 



But, Ladies, (ay, muft I alone unma(k P 
Is here no other a£bers ? let me aik. 
Believe me, thofe, who beft the heart di(re£^. 
Know every Woman (ludies (lage^f&6):. 
She moulds her mannen to the part (he fills, 
As Inftinft teaches, or as Humour wills % 
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And, as the grave or g9y her tnkiit cnUsy 
A^ in the drama, till the curtain ftUs. 



Firil, how her littte kn»A with triuia^ph fweUs, 
When the red coral ri^gs its filver belU 1 
To play in pantomime is then (he ragff 
Along the carpet's xnany-oolour'd ibge; 
Or lifp her merry thoughts with bud endeavour^ 
Now here, now there,— in noife and mifchief ever! 



A fchool-girl next, {he curb her hair in papers, 
And mimics father's gout, and mother's vapours; 
Difcards her dolly brihes Betty for romances ; 
Playful at church, and ferious when (he dances ; 



Trami^ «iUke on puftooM t»d oa toei , 

« 

And whifpers til (he h^ars Co all (he kuonrst 
Terror of caps, and wigs, and fober notions! 
A romp ! that longefi oi perpetual tnotions ! 
— ^Till tam'd and torturM into foreign graces, 
She fports her lovely face at public places^ 
And with blue, laughing eyes, behind her fan, 
FirO: a^ her part with that great a&or, man. 



Too ibon a flirt, approach her and (he flies ! 
Frowns when purfued, and, when intreated, (igfas ! 
Plays with unhappy men as cats with mice ; 
Till fading beauty hints the late advice. 
Her prudence dilates what her pride difdain'd, 
And now (he fues to flaves herfelf had chain'd ! 



i86 WftlTTIM TO BS fPOJCKN BY ICftt. tCDDONS. 

Then comes that good old chanAer, a Wife» 
With all the dcar^ diftra^ng cares of life ; 
A thoufiind cards a>^y at doors to kave^ 
And, in return, a thou&nd cards receive ; 
Rouge high, play deep, to lead the ton afpiret 
With nightly blaze fet Poiltland-placb on Ere; 
Snatch half a glimpfe at Concert, Opera, Ball« 
A Meteor, trac'd by none, tho' ieen by all; 
And, when her fhatter'd nerves forbid to roam, 
In very fpleen— rehearfe the girls at home. 



Laft the grey Dowager, in ancient flounces, 
With ihulF and fpe£bcles the age denounces 1 
Boafts how the Sires of this degenerate Ifle 
Knelt for a look, and duell'd for a fmile; 



'WAXTTIN TO BE SrOKEN BY MItS. tlDDaill. X87 

The fcourge and ridicule of Goth and Vandal^ . 
Her tea (he fweetens, as Ihe Tips, with fcandal } 
With modern Belles eternal warfare wages, 
Like her own birds that clamour from their cages ; 
And fhufHes round to bear her tale to all, 
Like fome old Ruin, ** nodding to its fall I'' 



Thus Woman makes her entrance and her cxit^ 
Not leaft an a6^reis when (he leafl fufpe^ it. 
Yet Nature oft peeps out and mars the plot, 
Each leffon lod, each poor pretence forgot ; 
Full oft, with energy that fcoms controul, 
At once lights up the features of the foul ; 
Unlocks each thought chain'd down by coward Art, 
And to full day the latent paflions ftart ! 



-—1^ Ibe, whbfe fitft bcft widi is your applaufe, 
Herfelf exem|ylifies the truth (he draws. 
Bom on the ftage— thro^ every flirftiug fccne, 
Oblbare or bright, tempeftuous or ferene, 
Still has your fmile her trembling fpiflt fit'd I 
And can fhe aft, with thoughts like thefe infpir'd i* 
Thus from her mind all artifice (he flings, 
AH (kill, all pra6kice, now unmeaning things ! 
To you, unchecked, each genuine feeling flows, 
For all that life endears— to you ihe owes'. 



riMis. 



